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GERTRUDE 


WYOMING. 


■f 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Most  of  the  popular  histories  of  England ^  as  well  as  of 
the  American  war^  give  an  authentic  account  of  the  desola- 
tion of  Wyoming^  in  Pennsylvania^  which  took  place  in  1778, 
by  an  incursion  of  the  Indians.  The  Scenery  and  Incidents 
of  the  following  Poem  are  connected  with  that  event.  The 
testimonies  of  historians  and  travellers  concur  in  describing 
the  infant  colony  as  one  of  the  happiest  spots  of  human  ex- 
istence, for  the  hospitable  and  innocent  manners  of  the  in- 
habitants^ the  beauty  of  the  country^  and  the  luxuriant  fertility 
of  the  soil  and  climate*  In  an  evil  hour^  the  junction  of 
European  with  Indian  arms^  converted  this  terrestrial  para- 
dise into  a  frightful  waste.  Mr.  Isaac  Weld  informs  us, 
that  the  ruins  of  many  of  the  villages^  perforated  with  balls, 
and  bearing  marks  of  conflagration,  were  still  preserved  by 
the  recent  inhabitants,  when  he  travelled  through  America 
in  I7O6. 
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GERTRUDE 


OF 


WYOMING. 


I. 

On  Susquehana's  side,  fair  Wyoming ! 
Although  the  wild-flower  on  thy  ruin'd  wall 
And  roofless  homes,  a  sad  remembrance  bring 
Of  what  thy  gentle  people  did  befall ; 
Yet  thou  wert  once  the  loveliest  land  of  all 
That  see  the  Atlantic  wave  their  morn  restore. 
Sweet  land !  may  I  thy  lost  delights  recall. 
And  paint  thy  Gertrude  in  her  bowers  of  yore. 
Whose  beauty  was  the  love  of  Pennsylvania's  shore ! 
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II. 

Delightful  Wyoming  !  beneath  thy  skies. 
The  happy  shepherd  swains  had  nought  to  do 
But  feed  their  flocks  on  green  declivities. 
Or  skim  perchance  thy  lake  with  light  canoe. 
From  morn  till  evening's  sweeter  pastime  grew. 
With  timbrel,  when  beneath  the  forests  brown. 
Thy  lovely  maidens  would  the  dance  renew  ; 
And  aye  those  sunny  mountains  half-way  down 
Would  echo  flagelet  from  some  romantic  town. 

III. 
Then,  where  of  Indian  hills  the  daylight  takes 
His  leave,  how  might  you  the  flamingo  see 
Disporting  like  a  meteor  on  the  lakes  — 
And  playful  squirrel  on  his  nut-grown  tree  : 
And  every  sound  of  life  was  full  of  glee, 
From  merry  mock-bird*s  song,  or  hum  of  men  ; 
While  hearkening,  fearing  nought  their  revelry. 
The  wild  deer  arch'd  his  neck  from  glades,  and 

then 
Unhunted,    sought    his    woods     and   wilderness 

again. 
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IV. 

And  scarce  had  Wyoming  of  war  or  crime 
Heard^  but  in  transatlantic  story  rung. 
For  here  the  exile  met  from  every  clime, 
And  spoke  in  friendship  every  distant  tongue : 
Men  from  the  blood  of  warring  Europe  sprung. 
Were  but  divided  by  the  running  brook  ; 
And  happy  where  no  Rhenish  trumpet  sung. 
On  plains  no  sieging  mine's  volcano  shook. 
The  blue-eyed  German  changed  his  sword  to  prun- 
ing-hook. 

V. 
Nor  far  some  Andalusian  saraband 
Would  sound  to  many  a  native  roundelay^— 
But  who  is  he  that  yet  a  dearer  land 
Remembers,  over  hills  and  far  away  ? 
Green  Albin !  *  what  though  he  no  more  survey 
Thy  ships  at  anchor  on  the  quiet  shore. 
Thy  pellochs*"  rolling  from  the  mountain  bay, 

Scotland.  ^  The  Gaelic  appellation  for  the  porpoise 
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Thy  lone  sepulchral  cairn  upon  the  moor. 
And  distant  isles  that  hear  the  loud  Corbrechtan 
roar !  ^ 

VI. 
Alas  !  poor  Caledonia's  mountaineer. 
That  want's  stern  edict  e'er,  and  feudal  grief. 
Had  forced  him  from  a  home  he  loved  so  dear  ! 
Yet  found  he  here  a  home,  and  glad  relief. 
And  plied  the  beverage  from  his  own  fair  sheaf. 
That  fired  his  Highland  blood  with  mickle  glee : 
And  England  sent  her  men,  of  men  the  chief. 
Who  taught  those  sires  of  Empire  yet  to  be. 
To  plant  the  tree  of  life, — ^to  plant  fair  Freedom's 
tree! 

VII. 
Here  was  not  mingled  in  the  city's  pomp 
Of  life's  extremes  the  grandeur  and  the  gloom  ; 
Judgment  awoke  not  here  her  dismal  tromp. 
Nor  seal'd  in  blood  a  fellow-creature's  doom. 
Nor  mourn'd  the  captive  in  a  living  tomb. 
One  venerable  man,  beloved  of  all. 
Sufficed,  where  innocence  was  yet  in  bloom, 
^  The  great  whirlpool  of  the  Western  Hebrides. 
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To  sway  the  strife,  that  seldom  might  befall : 
And  Albert  was  their  judge  in  patriarchal  hall. 

VIII. 
How  reverend  was  the  look,  serenely  aged. 
He  bore,  this  gentle  Pennsylvanian  sire, 
Where  all  but  kindly  fervors  were  assuaged, 
Undimm'd  by  weakness'  shade,  or  turbid  ire ! 
And  though,  amidst  the  calm  of  thought  entire. 
Some  high  and  haughty  features  might  betray 
A  soul  impetuous  once,  'twas  earthly  fire 
That  fled  composure's  intellectual  ray. 
As  JEtnsis  fires  grow  dim  before  the  rising  day, 

IX. 
I  boast  no  song  in  magic  wonders  rife. 
But  yet,  oh.  Nature  !  is  there  nought  to  prize. 
Familiar  in  thy  bosom  scenes  of  life  ? 
And  dwells  in  day-light  truth's  salubrious  skies 
No  form  with  which  the  soul  may  sympathise  }  — 
Young,  innocent,  on  whose  sweet  forehead  mild 
The  parted  ringlet  shone  in  simplest  guise. 
An  inmate  in  the  home  of  Albert  smiled. 
Or  blest  his  noonday  walk — she  was  his  only  child. 
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X. 

The  rose  of  England  bloom'd  on  Gertrude's  cheek — 

What  though  these  shades  had  seen  her  birth^her  sire 

A  Briton's  independence  taught  to  seek 

Far  western  worlds ;  and  there  his  household  fire 

The  light  of  social  love  did  long  inspire. 

And  many  a  halcyon  day  he  lived  to  see 

Unbroken  but  by  one  misfortune  dire. 

When  fate  had  reft  his  mutual  heart  —  but  she 

Was   gone  —  and  Gertrude  climb'd   a   widow'd 

father's  knee. 

XI. 
A  loved  bequest,  —  and  I  may  half  impart — 
To  them  that  feel  the  strong  paternal  tie. 
How  like  a  new  existence  to  his  heart 
That  living  flower  uprose  beneath  his  eye. 
Dear  as  she  was  from  cherub  infancy. 
From  hours  when  she  would  round  his  garden 

play. 
To  time  when  as  the  ripening  years  went  by. 
Her  lovely  mind  could  culture  well  repay. 
And  more  engaging  grewj,  from  pleasing  day  to  day. 
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XII. 

I  may  not  paint  those  thousand  infant  charms  ; 
(Unconscious  fascination^  undesigned!) 
The  orison  repeated  in  his  arms^, 
For  God  to  bless  her  sire  and  all  mankind  ; 
The  book^  the  bosom  on  his  knee  reclined. 
Or  how  sweet  fairy-lore  he  heard  her  con_, 
(The  playmate  ere  the  teacher  of  her  mind)  : 
All  uncompanion'd  else  her  heart  had  gone 
Till  now,  in  Gertrude's  eyes,  their  ninth  blue  sum- 
mer shone. 

XIII. 
And  summer  was  the  tide,  and  sweet  the  hour. 
When  sire  and  daughter  saw,  with  fleet  descent. 
An  Indian  from  his  bark  approach  their  bower. 
Of  buskin'd  limb,  and  swarthy  lineament ; 
The  red  wild  feathers  on  his  brow  were  blent, 
And  bracelets  bound  the  arm  that  helped  to  light 
A  boy,  who  seem'd,  as  he  beside  him  went. 
Of  Christian  vesture,  and  complexion  bright. 
Led  by  his  dusky  guide,  like  morning  brought  by 
night. 
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XIV. 

Yet  pensive  seem'd  the  boy  for  one  so  young — 
The  dimple  from  his  polish'd  cheek  had  fled ; 
^^'Tien^  leaning  on  his  forest-bow  unstrung, 
Th*  Oneyda  warrior  to  the  planter  said. 
And  laid  his  hand  upon  the  stripling's  head, 
'  Peace  be  to  thee  !  my  words  this  belt  approve  ; 
'  The  paths  of  peace  my  steps  have  hither  led : 
'  This  little  nursling,  take  him  to  thy  love, 

*  And  shield    the  bird  unfledged,  since  gone  the 

parent  dove. 

XV. 

*  Christian  !  I  am  the  foeman  of  thy  foe ; 

*  Our  wampum  league  thy  brethren  did  embrace : 
'  Upon  the  IMichagan,  three  moons  ago, 

'  We  launched  our  pirogues  for  the  bison  chace, 
^  And  with  the  Hurons  planted  for  a  space, 
^  With  true  and  faithful  hands,  the  olive-stalk ; 
^  But  snakes  are  in  the  bosoms  of  their  race, 
'  And  though  they  held  with  us  a  friendly  talk, 
^  The  hollow  peace-tree  fell  beneath  their  toma- 
hawk ! 
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XVI. 

'  It  was  encamping  on  the  lake's  far  port^ 

'  A  cry  of  Areouski**  broke  our  sleep, 

^  Where  storm'd  an  ambush'd  foe  thy  nation's  fort, 

'  And  rapid,  rapid  whoops  came  o'er  the  deep ; 

'  But  long  thy  country's  war-sign  on  the  steep 

'  Appeared  through  ghastly  intervals  of  light, 

'  And  deathfuUy  their  thunders  seem'd  to  sweep, 

*  Till  utter  darkness  swallow'd  up  the  sight, 

^  As  if  a  shower  of  blood  hadquench'd  the  fiery  fight ! 

XVII. 
^  It  slept  —  it  rose  again  —  on  high  their  tower 
'  Sprung  upwards  like  a  torch  to  light  the  skies, 
'  Then  down  again  it  rain'd  an  ember  shower, 
^  And  louder  lamentations  heard  we  rise : 
^  As  when  the  evil  Manitou*  that  dries 
^  Th'  Ohio  woods,  consumes  them  in  his  ire, 
'  In  vain  the  desolated  panther  flies, 
'  And  howls  amidst  his  wilderness  of  fire  : 
'  Alas !  too  late,  we  reach'd  and  smote  those  Hurons 
dire! 
^  The  Indian  God  of  War.      *  Manitou,  Spirit  or  Deity. 
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XVIII. 

^  But  as  the  fox  beneath  the  nobler  hound, 
'  So  died  their  warriors  by  our  battle-brand ; 
'  And  from  the  tree  we,  with  her  child,  unbound 
^  A  lonely  mother  of  the  Christian  land  :  — 
^  Her  lord  —  the  captain  of  the  British  band  — 
'  Amidst  the  slaughter  of  his  soldiers  lay. 
'  Scarce  knew  the  widow  our  delivering  hand ; 
^  Upon  her  child  she  sobb'd,  and  swoon'd  away, 
^  Or  shriek'd  unto  the  God  to  whom  the  Christians 
pray. 

XIX. 
^  Our  virgins  fed  her  with  their  kindly  bowls 
^  Of  fever-balm  and  sweet  sagamite  : 
'  But  she  was  journeying  to  the  land  of  souls, 
'  And  lifted  up  her  dying  head  to  pray 
^  That  we  should  bid  an  ancient  friend  convey 
^  Her  orphan  to  his  home  of  England's  shore  ; — 
^  And  take,  she  said,  this  token  far  away, 
'  To  one  that  will  remember  us  of  yore, 
^  When  he  beholds  the  ring  that  Waldegrave's  Julia 
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XX. 

'  And  1,  the  eagle  of  my  tribe  ^^  have  rush*d 

'  With  this  lorn  dove.* — A  sage's  self-command 

Had  queird  the  tears  from  Albert's  heart  that 

gush'd  ; 
But  yet  his  cheek — his  agitated  hand — 
That  shower'd  upon  the  stranger  of  the  land 
No  common  boon^  in  grief  but  ill  beguiled 
A  soul  that  was  not  wont  to  be  unmanned ; 
^  And  stay/  he  cried^  ^  dear  pilgrim  of  the  wild 
^  Preserver    of  my    old^    my   boon    companion's 

child!  — 

XXI. 
^  Child  of  a  race  whose  name  my  bosom  warms, 
^  On  earth's  remotest  bounds  how  welcome  here ! 
'  Whose  mother  oft,  a  child,  has  fill'd  these  arms, 
"'  Young  as  thyself,  and  innocently  dear, 

fThe  Indians  are  distinguished  both  personally  and  by 
tribes  by  the  name  of  particular  animals,  whose  qualities 
they  affect  to  resemble,  either  for  cunning,  strength,  swift- 
ness, or  other  qualities  :  —  as  the  eagle,  the  serpent,  the  fox, 
or  bear. 
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^  Whose  grandsire  was  my  early  life's  compeer. 
^  Ah^  happiest  home  of  England's  happy  clime ! 
'  How  beautiful  ev'n  now  thy  scenes  appear, 
'  As  in  the  noon  and  sunshine  of  my  prime  ! 
'  How  gone  like  yesterday  these  thrice  ten  years 

of  time ! 

XXII. 
'  And,   Julia !    when    thou   wert   like   Gertrude 

now, 
'  Can  I  forget  thee,  favourite  child  of  yore  } 
^  Or  thought  I,  in  thy  father's  house,  when  thou 
^  Wert  lightest  hearted  on  his  festive  floor, 
'  And  first  of  all  his  hospitable  door 
'  To  meet  and  kiss  me  at  my  journey's  end  ? 
^  But   where   was    I  when   Waldegrave  was   no 

more  ? 
^  And  thou  didst  pale  thy  gentle  head  extend 
'  In  woes,  that  ev'n  the  tribe  of  deserts  was  thy 

friend  !' 

XXIII. 
He  said — and  strain'd  unto  his  heart  the  boy  ; — 
Far  differently,  the  mute  Oneyda  took 
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His  calumet  of  peace,  and  cup  of  joy;  ^ 
As  monumental  bronze  unchanged  his  look ; 
A  soul  that  pity  touched,  but  never  shook ; 
Trained  from  his  tree-rock'd  cradle''  to  his  bier 
The  fierce  extremes  of  good  and  ill  to  brook 
Impassive — fearing  but  the  shame  of  fear -^ 
A  stoic  of  the  woods — a  man  without  a  tear. 

XXIV. 
Yet  deem  not  goodness  on  the  savage  stock 
Of  Outalissi's  heart  disdained  to  grow ; 
As  lives  the  oak  unwitherd  on  the  rock 
By  storms  above,  and  barrenness  below  ; 
He  scorn'd  his  own,  who  felt  another's  woe : 
And  ere  the  wolf-skin  on  his  back  he  flung. 
Or  laced  his  mocasins,  in  act  to  go, 
A  song  of  parting  to  the  boy  he  sung. 
Who  slept  on  Albert's  couch,  nor  heard  his  friendly 
tongue. 

s  Calumet  af  peace — The  calumet  is  the  Indian  name  for 
the  ornamented  pipe  of  friendship,  which  they  smoke  as  a 
pledge  of  amity. 

^^  Tree-rock'd  cradle. — The  Indian  mothers  suspend  their 
children  in  their  cradles  from  the  boughs  of  trees,  and  let  them 
be  rocked  by  the  wind. 

VOL.    II.  C 
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XXV. 

'  Sleep,  wearied  one  !  and  in  the  dreaming  land 
'  Shouldst  thou  to-morrow  with  thy  mother  meet, 
'  Oh !  tell  her  spirit,  that  the  white  man's  hand 
^  Hath  pluck'd  the  thorns  of  sorrow  from  thy  feet; 
'  While  I  in  lonely  wilderness  shall  greet 
^  Thy  little  foot-prints  —  or  by  traces  know 
^  The  fountain,  where  at  noon  I  thought  it  sweet 
'  To  feed  thee  with  the  quarry  of  my  bow, 
'  And  pour'd  the  lotus-horn*,  or  slew  the  moun- 
tain roe. 

XXVI. 
^  Adieu  !  sweet  scion  of  the  rising  sun  ! 
^  But  should  affliction's  storms  thy  blossom  mock, 
'^  Then  come  again — my  own  adopted  one  ! 
^  And  I  will  graft  thee  on  a  noble  stock : 
'  The  crocodile,  the  condor  of  the  rock, 
'  Shall  be  the  pastime  of  thy  sylvan  wars ; 
'  And  I  will  teach  thee,  in  the  battle's  shock, 

»  From  a  flower  shaped  like  a  horn,  which  Chateaubriand 
presumes  to  be  of  the  lotus  kind,  the  Indians  in  their  travels 
through  the  desert  often  find  a  draught  of  dew  purer  than 
any  other  water. 
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^  To  pay  with  Huron  blood  thy  father's  scars^ 
^  And  gratulate  his  soul  rejoicing  in  the  stars  T 

XXVII. 
So  finished  he  the  rhyme  (howe'er  uncouth) 
That  true  to  nature's  fervid  feelings  ran  ; 
(And  song  is  but  the  eloquence  of  truth  :) 
Then  forth  uprose  that  lone  way-faring  man ; 
But  dauntless  he^  nor  charts  nor  journey's  plan 
In  woods  required^  whose  trained  eye  was  keen 
As  eagle  of  the  wilderness^  to  scan 
His  path,  by  mountain,  swamp,  or  deep  ravine. 
Or  ken  far  friendly  huts  on  good  savannas  green. 

XXVIII. 
Old  Albert  saw  him  from  the  valley's  side — 
His  pirogue  launch'd — his  pilgrimage  begun — 
Far,  like  the  red-bird's  wing  he  seem'd  to  glide  ; 
Then  dived,  and  vanish'd  in  the  woodlands  dun. 
Oft,  to  that  spot  by  tender  memory  won. 
Would  Albert  climb  the  promontory's  height. 
If  but  a  dim  sail  glimmer'd  in  the  sun ; 
But  never  more,  to  bless  his  longing  sight, 
Was  Outalissi  hail'd,  with  bark  and  plumage  bright. 
c  2 
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I. 

A  VALLEY  from  the  river  shore  withdrawn 
Was  Albert's  horne^  two  quiet  woods  between. 
Whose  lofty  verdure  overlooked  his  lawn ; 
And  waters  to  their  resting-place  serene 
Came  freshening,  and  reflecting  all  the  scene : 
(A  mirror  in  the  depth  of  flowery  shelves  ;) 
So  sweet  a  spot  of  earth,  you  might,  (I  ween) 
Have  guess'd  some  congregation  of  the  elves. 
To  sport  by  summer  moons,  had  shaped  it  for 
themselves. 
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11. 

Yet  wanted  not  the  eye  far  scope  to  muse^ 
Nor  vistas  open'd  by  the  wandering  stream ; 
Both  where  at  evening  Allegany  views. 
Through  ridges  burning  in  her  western  beam. 
Lake  after  lake  interminably  gleam  : 
And  past  those  settlers'  haunts  the   eye  might 

roam 
Where  earth's  unliving  silence  all  would  seem ; 
Save  where  on  rocks  the  beaver  built  his  dome. 
Or  buffalo  remote  low'd  far  from  human  home. 

III. 
But  silent  not  that  adverse  eastern  path. 
Which  saw  Aurora's  hills  th*  horizon  crown ; 
There  was  the  river  heard,  in  bed  of  wrath, 
(A  precipice  of  foam  from  mountains  brown,) 
Like  tumults  heard  from  some  far  distant  town ; 
But  softening  in  approach  he  left  his  gloom. 
And  murmur'd  pleasantly,  and  laid  him  down 
To  kiss  those  easy  curving  banks  of  bloom. 
That  lent  the  windward  air  an  exquisite  perfume. 
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IV. 

It  seem'd  as  if  those  scenes  sweet  influence  had 
On  Gertrude's  soul^  and  kindness  like  their  own 
Inspired  those  eyes  affectionate  and  glad^ 
That  seem'd  to  love  whatever  they  look'd  upon ; 
Whether  with  Hebe's  mirth  her  features  shone. 
Or  if  a  shade  more  pleasing  them  o'ercast, 
(As  if  for  heavenly  musing  meant  alone  ;) 
Yet  so  becomingly  th'  expression  past. 
That  each  succeeding  look  was  lovelier  than  the 
last. 

V. 
Nor  guess  I,  was  that  Pennsylvanian  home, 
With  all  its  picturesque  and  balmy  grace. 
And  fields  that  were  a  luxury  to  roam. 
Lost  on  the  soul  that  look'd  from  such  a  face  ! 
Enthusiast  of  the  woods  !  when  years  apace 
Had  bound  thy  lovely  waist  with  woman's  zone, 
The  sunrise  path,  at  morn,  I  see  thee  trace 
To  hills  with  high  magnolia  overgrown. 
And  joy  to  breathe  the  groves,  romantic  and  alone. 
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VI. 

The  sunrise  drew  her  thoughts  to  Europe  forth^ 

That  thus  apostrophized  its  viewless  scene  : 

^  Land  of  my  father's  love,  my  mother's  birth  ! 

'  The  home  of  kindred  I  have  never  seen ! 

^  We  know  not  other — ^oceans  are  between  ; 

^  Yet  say  !  far  friendly  hearts,  from  whence  we 

came, 
^  Of  us  does  oft  remembrance  intervene  ! 
'  My  mother  sure — my  sire  a  thought  may  claim;— 
^  But  Gertrude  is  to  you  an  unregarded  name. 

VII. 
^  And   yet,   loved  England !    when  thy  name  I 

trace 
^  In  many  a  pilgrim's  tale  and  poet's  song, 
'  How  can  I  choose  but  wish  for  one  embrace 
^  Of  them,  the  dear  unknown,  to  whom  belong 
'  My  mother's  looks, — perhaps  her  likeness  strong? 
^  Oh,  parent !  with  what  reverential  awe, 
^  From  features  of  thine  own  related  throng, 
^  An  image  of  thy  face  my  soul  could  draw  1 
^  And  see  thee  once  again  whom  I  too  shortly  saw  !' 
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VIII. 

Yet  deem  not  Gertrude  sigh'd  for  foreign  joy ; 
To  soothe  a  father's  couch  her  only  care^ 
And  keep  his  reverend  head  from  all  annoy : 
For  this^  methinks^  her  homeward  steps  repair^ 
Soon  as  the  morning  wreath  had  bound  her  hair  ; 
While  yet  the  wild  deer  trod  in  spangling  dew. 
While  boatmen  carol'd  to  the  fresh-blown  air. 
And  woods  a  horizontal  shadow  threw. 
And  early  fox  appeared  in  momentary  view. 

IX. 
Apart  there  was  a  deep  untrodden  grot. 
Where   oft  the  reading   hours    sweet   Gertrude 

wore; 
Tradition  had  not  named  its  lonely  spot ; 
But  here  (methinks)  might  India's  sons  explore 
Their  fathers'  dust,-^  or  lift,  perchance  of  yore. 
Their  voice  to  the  great  Spirit: — rocks  sublime 
To  human  art  a  sportive  semblance  bore, 

J  It  is  a  custom  of  the  Indian  tribes  to  visit  the  tombs  of 
their  ancestors  in  the  cultivated  parts  of  America,  who  have 
been  buried  for  upwards  of  a  century. 
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And  yellow  lichens  coloured  all  the  clime^ 

Like  moonlight  battlements^  and  towers  decay'd 

by  time. 

X. 
But  high  in  amphitheatre  above^ 
His  arms  the  everlasting  aloes  threw : 
Breathed  but  an  air  of  heaven^  and  all  the  grove 
As  if  with  instinct  living  spirit  grew^, 
Rolling  its  verdant  gulphs  of  every  hue  ; 
And  now  suspended  was  the  pleasing  din^, 
Now  from  a  murmur  faint  it  swelled  anew^ 
Like  the  first  note  of  organ  heard  within 
Cathedral  aisles^  —  ere  yet  its  symphony  begin, 

XL 
It  was  in  this  lone  valley  she  would  charm 
The  lingering  noon_,  where  flowers  a  couch  had 

strewn ; 
Her  cheek  reclining,  and  her  snowy  arm 
On  hillock  by  the  palm-tree  half  o'ergrown  : 
And  aye  that  volume  on  her  lap  is  thrown. 
Which  every  heart  of  human  mould  endears  ; 
With  Shakspeare's  self  she  speaks  and  smiles  alone^ 


i 
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And  no  intruding  visitation  fears^ 
To  shame  the  unconscious  laugh,  or  stop  her  sweet- 
est tears. 

XII. 
And  nought  within  the  grove  was  heard  or  seen    " 
But  stock-doves  plaining  through  its  gloom  pro- 
found. 
Or  winglet  of  the  fairy  humming  bird. 
Like  atoms  of  the  rainbow  fluttering  round ; 
When,  lo  !  there  enter'd  to  its  inmost  ground 
A  youth,  the  stranger  of  a  distant  land  ; 
He  was,  to  weet,  for  eastern  mountains  bound  ; 
But  late  th'  equator  suns  his  cheek  had  tann'd. 
And  California's  gales  his  roving  bosom  fann'd. 

XIII. 
A  steed,  whose  rein  hung  loosely  o'er  his  arm. 
He  led  dismounted ;  ere  his  leisure  pace. 
Amid  the  brown  leaves,  could  her  ear  alarm. 
Close  he  had  come,  and  worshipped  for  a  space 
Those  downcast  features: — she  her  lovely  face 
Uplift  on  one,  whose  lineaments  and  frame 
Were  youth  and  manhood's  intermingled  grace  : 
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Iberian  seem'd  his  boot — his  robe  the  same^ 
And  well  the  Spanish  plume  his  lofty  looks  became. 

XIV. 
For  Albert's  home  he  sought — her  finger  fair 
Has  pointed  where  the  father's  mansion  stood. 
Returning  from  the  copse  he  soon  was  there ; 
And  soon   has  Gertrude  hied  from    dark  green 

wood; 
Nor  joylesSj,  by  the  converse^  understood 
Between  the  man  of  age  and  pilgrim  youngs 
That  gay  congeniality  of  mood^ 
And  early  liking  from  acquaintance  sprung ; 
Full  fluently  conversed  their  guest  in  England's 

tongue. 

XV. 
And  well  could  he  his  pilgrimage  of  taste 
Unfold^— ^ and  much  they  loved  his  fervid  strain. 
While  he  each  fair  variety  retraced 
Of  climes,  and  manners,  o'er  the  eastern  main. 
Now  happy  Switzer's  hills, —romantic  Spain,-— 
Gay  lilied  fields  of  France, —  or,  more  refined. 
The  soft  Ausonia's  monumental  reign ; 
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Nor  less  each  rural  image  he  designed 
Than  all  the  city's  pomp  and  home  of  human  kind 
I  XVI. 

Anon  some  wilder  portraiture  he  draws ; 
Of  Nature's  savage  glories  he  would  speak, — 
The  loneliness  of  earth  that  overawes, — 
Where,  resting  by  some  tomb  of  old  Cacique, 
The  lama-driver  on  Peruvians  peak. 
Nor  living  voice  nor  motion  marks  around  ; 
But  storks  that  to  the  boundless  forest  shriek. 
Or  wild-cane  arch  high  flung  o'er  gulph  profound,'^ 
That  fluctuates  when  the   storms  of  El  Dorado 
sound. 

XVII. 
Pleased  with  his  guest,  the  good  man  still  would  ply 
Each  earnest  question,  and  his  converse  court ; 
But  Gertrude,  as  she  eyed  him,  knew  not  why 
A  strange  and  troubling  wonder  stopt  her  short. 

^  The  bridges  over  narrow  streams  in  many  parts  of  Spanish 
America  are  said  to  be  built  of  cane,  which,  however  strong  to 
support  the  passenger,  are  yet  waved  in  the  agitation  of  the 
storm,  and  frequently  add  to  the  effect  of  a  mountainous  and 
picturesque  scenery. 
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^  In  England  thou  hast  been, —  and;,  by  report, 
^  An   orphan  s  name   (quoth  Albert)    may*st  have 

known. 
'  Sad  tale  ! — when  latest  fell  our  frontier  fort, — 
^  One  innocent — one  soldier's  child — alone 
'  Was  spared,  and  brought  to  me,  who  loved  him  as 
my  own. — 

XVIII. 
'  Young  Henry  Waldegrave  !  three  delightful  years 
^  These  very  walls  his  infant  sports  did  see , 
^  But  most  I  loved  him  when  his  parting  tears 
^  Alternately  bedew'd  my  child  and  me  : 
'His  sorest  parting,  Gertrude,  was  from  thee ; 
'  Nor  half  its  grief  his  little  heart  could  hold  : 
*^  By  kindred  he  was  sent  for  o'er  the  sea, 
'  They  tore  him  from  us  when  but  twelve  years  old, 
'  And  scarcely  for  his  loss  have  I  been  yet  consoled  ! ' 

XIX. 
His  face  the  wanderer  hid — but  could  not  hide 
A  tear,  a  smile,  upon  his  cheek  that  dwell;  — 
'^  And  speak !  mysterious  stranger  V  (Gertrude  cried) 
^  It  is  ! — it  is  ! — I  knew  —  I  knew  him  well ! 
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i  ^  'Tis  Waldegrave's  self,  of  Waldegrave  come  to 
tell !' 

A  burst  of  joy  the  father's  lips  declare  ; 
But  Gertrude  speechless  on  his  bosom  fell : 
At  once  his  open  arms  embraced  the  pair. 
Was  never  group  more  blest,  in  this  wide  world  of 
care. 

XX. 
^  And  will  ye  pardon  then  (replied  the  youth) 
'  Your  Waldegrave's  feigned  name,  and  false  at- 
tire ? 
^  I  durst  not  in  the  neighbourhood,  in  truth, 
"^  The  very  fortunes  of  your  house  enquire  ; 
^  Lest  one  that  knew  me  might  some  tidings  dire 
^  Impart,  and  I  my  weakness  all  betray ; 
'  For  had  I  lost  my  Gertrude  and  my  sire, 
'  I  meant  but  o'er  your  tombs  to  weep  a  day, 
'  Unknown  I  meant  to  weep,  unknown  to  pass 
away. 

XXI. 
'  But  here  ye  live, — ye  bloom, — in  each  dear  face, 
'  The  changing  hand  of  time  I  may  not  blame  ; 

VOL.    II.  D 
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'  For  there,  it  hath  but  shed  more  reverend  grace, 
'  And  here  of  beauty  perfected  the  frame : 
'  And  well  I  know  your  hearts  are  still  the  same — 
^  They  could  not  change — ye  look  the  very  way, 
^  As  when  an  orphan  first  to  you  I  came. 
'  And  have  ye  heard  of  my  poor  guide,  I  pray  ? 
^  Nay,  wherefore  weep  ye,  friends,  on  such  a  joyous 
day  r 

XXII. 
^  And  art  thou  here  ?  or  is  it  but  a  dream  ? 
^  And  wilt  thou,  Waldegrave,  wilt  thou,  leave  us 

more  ?'  — 
^  No,  never !  thou  that  yet  dost  lovelier  seem 
*  Than   aught    on    earth — than    ev'n   thyself  of 

yore — 
^  I  will  not  part  thee  from  thy  father's  shore  ; 
'  But  we  shall  cherish  him  with  mutual  arms, 
^  And  hand  in  hand  again  the  path  explore, 
^  Which  every  ray  of  young  remembrance  warms, 
'  While  thou  shalt  be  my  own,  with  all  thy  truth 

and  charms  !* 
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XXIII. 

At  morn,  as  if  beneath  a  galaxy 
Of  over-arching  groves  in  blossoms  white. 
Where  all  was  odorous  scent  and  harmony. 
And  gladness  to  the  heart,  nerve,  ear,  and  sight : 
There,  if,  oh,  gentle  Love !  I  read  aright 
The  utterance  that  seal'd  thy  sacred  bond, 
'Twas  listening  to  these  accents  of  delight. 
She  hid  upon  his  breast  those  eyes,  beyond 
Expression's   power   to   paint,    all   languishingly 

fond — 

XXIV. 
'  Flower  of  my  life,  so  lovely,  and  so  lone ! 
'  Whom  I  would  rather  in  this  desert  meet, 
^  Scorning,  and  scorn'd  by  fortune's  power,  than 

own 
^  Her  pomp  and  splendors  lavished  at  my  feet ! 
'  Turn  not  from  me  thy  breath,  more  exquisite 
'  Than  odours  cast  on  heaven's  own  shrine — to 

please — 
'  Give  me  thy  love,  than  luxury  more  sweet, 
D  2 
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'  And  more  than  all  the  wealth  that  loads  the  breeze, 
^  When  Coromanders  ships  return  from  Indian 
seas.* 

XXV. 
Then  would  that  home  admit  them — happier  far 
Than  grandeur's  most  magnificent  saloon. 
While,  here  and  there,  a  solitary  star 
Flushed  in  the  darkening  firmament  of  June ; 
And  silence  brought  the  soul-felt  hour,  full  soon. 
Ineffable,  which  I  may  not  pourtray  ; 
For  never  did  the  hymenean  moon 
A  paradise  of  hearts  more  sacred  sway. 
In  all  that  slept  beneath  her  soft  voluptuous  ray. 


GERTRUDE 


WYOMING. 


PART    III. 


GERTRUDE 


OP 


WYOMING. 


I. 

O  Love  !  in  such  a  wilderness  as  this. 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine. 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss. 
And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divine. 
Here  shall  no  forms  abridge,  no  hours  confine 
The  views,  the  walks,  that  boundless  joy  inspire  ! 
Roll  on,  ye  days  of  raptured  influence,  shine  ! 
Nor,  blind  with  ecstasy's  celestial  fire. 
Shall  love  behold  the  spark  of  earth-born  time 
expire. 
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II. 

Three  little  moonS;,  how  short !  amidst  the  grove 
And  pastoral  savannas  they  consume ! 
While  she,  beside  her  buskin'd  youth  to  rove. 
Delights,  in  fancifully  wild  costume. 
Her  lovely  brow  to  shade  with  Indian  plume ; 
And  forth  in  hunter- seeming  vest  they  fare  ; 
But  not  to  chase  the  deer  in  forest  gloom ; 
'Tis  but  the  breath  of  heaven — the  blessed  air-— 
And  interchange  of  hearts  unknown,  unseen  to 
share. 

III. 

What  though  the  sportive  dog  oft  round  them  note. 
Or  fawn,  or  wild  bird  bursting  on  the  wing ; 
Yet  who,  in  love's  own  presence,  would  devote 
To  death  those  gentle  throats  that  wake  the  spring. 
Or  writhing  from  the  brook  its  victim  bring  ? 
;No  ! — nor  let  fear  one  little  warbler  rouse; 
But,  fed  by  Gertrude's  hand,  still  let  them  sing. 
Acquaintance  of  her  path,  amidst  the  boughs. 
That  shade  ev'n  now  her  love,  and  witnessed  first 
her  vows. 
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IV. 

Now  labyrinths^,  which  but  themselves  can  pierce^ 
Methinks,  conduct  them  to  some  pleasant  ground^ 
Where  welcome  hills  shut  out  the  universe^ 
And  pines  their  lawny  walk  encompass  round ; 
There^  if  a  pause  delicious  converse  found;, 
'Twas  but  when  o'er  each  heart  th'  idea  stole^, 
(Perchance  a  while  in  joy's  oblivion  drown'd) 
That  come  what  may^  while  life's  glad  pulses  roU^, 
Indissolubly  thus  should  soul  be  knit  to  soul. 

V. 
And  in  the  visions  of  romantic  youth^ 
What  years  of  endless  bliss  are  yet  to  flow  ! 
But^  mortal  pleasure^  what  art  thou  in  truth  ? 
The  torrent's  smoothness^  ere  it  dash  below ! 
And  must  I  change  my  song  ?  and  must  I  show. 
Sweet  Wyoming  !  the  day  when  thou  wert  doom'd. 
Guiltless,  to  mourn  thy  loveliest  bowers  laid  low ! 
When  where  of  yesterday  a  garden  bloom' d. 
Death  overspread  his  pall,  and  blackening  ashes 
gloom'd ! 
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VI. 

Sad  was  the  year,  by  proud  oppression  driven. 

When  Transatlantic  Liberty  arose. 

Not  in  the  sunshine  and  the  smile  of  heaven. 

But  wrapt  in  whirlwinds,  and  begirt  with  woes. 

Amidst  the  strife  of  fratricidal  foes  ; 

Her  birth  star  was  the  light  of  burning  plains  ; ' 

Her  baptism  is  the  weight  of  blood  that  flows 

From  kindred  hearts — the  blood  of  British  veins — 

And  famine  tracks  her  steps,  and  pestilential  pains. 

VII. 
Yet,  ere  the  storm  of  death  had  raged  remote. 
Or  siege  unseen  in  heaven  reflects  its  beams. 
Who  now  each  dreadful  circumstance  shall  note. 
That  fills  pale  Gertrude's  thoughts,  and  nightly 

dreams  ? 
Dismal  to  her  the  forge  of  battle  gleams 
Portentous  light !  and  music's  voice  is  dumb  ; 
Save  where  the  fife  its  shrill  reveille  screams, 

'  Alluding   to  the  miseries   that  attended  the  American 
civil  war 
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Or  midnight  streets  re-echo  to  the  drum. 

That  speaks  of  maddening  strife,  and  bloodstained 

fields  to  come. 

VIII. 
It  was  in  truth  a  momentary  pang ; 
Yet  how  comprising  myriad  shapes  of  woe  ! 
First  when  in  Gertrude's  ear  the  summons  rang, 
A  husband  to  the  battle  doom'd  to  go ! 
^  Nay  meet  not  thou  (she  cries)  thy  kindred  foe ! 
^  But  peaceful  let  us  seek  fair  England's  strand !' 
^  Ah,  Gertrude  !  thy  beloved  heart,  I  know, 
^  Would  feel  like  mine,  the  stigmatizing  brand  ! 
^  Could  I  forsake  the  cause  of  Freedom's  holy  band  ! 

IX. 
'  But  shame — but  flight — a  recreant's  name   to 

prove, 
'  To  hide  in  exile  ignominious  fears ; 
'  Say,  ev'n  if  this  I  brook' d, — the  public  love 
'  Thy  father's  bosom  to  his  home  endears : 
'  And  how  could  I  his  few  remaining  years, 
^  My  Gertrude,  sever  from  so  dear  a  child  }' 
So,  day  by  day,  her  boding  heart  he  cheers ; 
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At  last  that  heart  to  hope  is  half  beguiled^ 
And,  pale  through  tears  suppress* d^  the  mournful 
beauty  smiled. 

X. 
Night  came^ — and  in  their  lighted  bower^  full  late. 
The  joy  of  converse  had  endured — when,  hark  ! 
Abrupt  and  loud  a  summons  shook  their  gate ; 
And  heedless  of  the  dog's  obstreperous  bark, 
%  A  form  has  rush*d  amidst  them  from  the  dark. 
And  spread  his  arms, — and  fell  upon  the  floor: 
Of  aged  strength  his  limbs  retained  the  mark ; 
But  desolate  he  look'd,  and  famished  poor. 
As  ever  shipwrecked  wretch  lone  left  on  desert  shore. 

XI. 
Uprisen,  each  wondering  brow  is  knit  and  arch'd  : 
A  spirit  from  the  dead  they  deem  him  first  : 
To  speak  he  tries  ;  but  quivering,  pale,  and  parch'd. 
From  lips,  as  by  some  powerless  dream  accursed. 
Emotions  unintelligible  burst ; 
And  long  his  filmed  eye  is  red  and  dim ; 
At  length  the  pity-profFer*d  cup  his  thirst 
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Had  half  assuaged^  and  nerved  his    shuddering 

limb^ 
When  Albert's  hand  he  grasp'd  ; — but  Albert  knew 

XII. 

'  And  hast  thou  then  forgot/  (he  cried  forlorn. 
And  eyed  the  group  with  half  indignant  air,) 
^  Oh !  hast  thou.  Christian  chief,  forgot  the  morn 
'  When  I  with  thee  the  cup  of  peace  did  share  ? 
^  Then  stately  was  this  head,  and  dark  this  hair, 
^  That  now  is  white  as  Appalachians  snow ; 
^  But,  if  the  weight  of  fifteen  years'  despair, 
*  And  age  hath  bow'd  me,  and  the  torturing  foe, 
^  Bring  me  my  boy — and  he  will  his    deliverer 

know !'  — 

XIII. 
It  was  not  long,  with  eyes  and  heart  of  flame. 
Ere  Henry  to  his  loved  Oneyda  flew  : 
'  Bless  thee,  my  guide  !' — but   backward,  as   he 

came. 
The  chief  his  old  bewildered  head  withdrew, 
m    - 
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And  grasp'd  his  arm^  and  look'd  and  look'd  him 

through. 
'Twas  strange — nor  could  the  group  a  smile  con- 

troul — 
The  long  the  doubtful  scrutiny  to  view  :  — 
At  last  delight  o'er  all  his  features  stole^ 
^  It  is — my  own^'  he  cried^  and  clasp'd  him  to  his 

soul. 

XIV. 
'  Yes  !  thou  recall' st  my  pride  of  years^  for  then 
^  The  bowstring  of  my  spirit  was  not  slack, 
"  When,  spite  of  woods,  and  floods,  and  ambush'd 

men, 
^  I  bore  thee  like  the  quiver  on  my  back, 
'  Fleet  as  the  whirlwind  hurries  on  the  rack  ; 
'  Nor  foeman  then,  nor  cougar's  crouch  I  fear'd,"' 
'^  For  I  was  strong  as  mountain  cataract : 
'  And  dost  thou  not  remember  how  we  cheer'd, 
^  Upon  the  last  hill-top,  when  white  men's  huts 

appear'd  ? 

^  Cougar,  the  American  tiger.. 

m 
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XV. 

'  Then  welcome  be  my  death- song,  and  my  death ! 

'  Since  I  have  seen  thee,  and  again  embraced.' 

And  longer  had  he  spent  his  toil-worn  breath  ; 

But  with  affectionate  and  eager  haste. 

Was  every  arm  outstretched  around  their  guest. 

To  welcome  and  to  bless  his  aged  head. 

Soon  was  the  hospitable  banquet  placed ; 

And  Gertrude's  lovely  hands  a  balsam  shed 

On  wounds  with  fever'd  joy  that  more  profusely 

bled. 

XVI. 
'  But  this  is  not  a  time,' — he  started  up. 
And  smote  his  breast  with  woe-denouncing  hand — 
^  This  is  no  time  to  fill  the  joyous  cup, 
^  The  Mammoth  comes,  —  the  foe, — the  Monster 

Brandt,"-— 
'  With  all  his  howling  desolating  band ;  — 

"  Brandt  was  the  leader  of  those  Mohawks,  and  other  sa- 
vages, who  laid  waste  this  part  of  Pennsylvania.  Vide  the 
note  at  the  end  of  this  poem. 
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'  These  eyes  have  seen  their  blade  and  burning  pine 
(  Awake  at  once^  and  silence  half  your  land. 
'  Red  is  the  cup  they  drink ;  but  not  with  wine  : 
'  AwakC;,  and  watch  to-night,  or  see  no  morning 

shine ! 

XVII. 
'  Scorning  to  wield  the  hatchet  for  his  bribC;, 
'  'Gainst  Brandt  himself  I  went  to  battle  forth  : 
^  Accursed  Brandt !  he  left  of  all  my  tribe 
'  Nor  man_,  nor  child,  nor  thing  of  living  birth : 
'  No !    not  the  dog,   that  watch'd  my  household 

hearth, 
^  Escaped  that  night  of  blood,  upon  our  plains ! 
'  All  perish'd  !  — I  alone  am  left  on  earth  ! 
^  To  whom  nor  relative  nor  blood  remains, 
'  No! — not  a  kindred  drop  that   runs  in  human 

veins ! 

XVIII. 
'  But  go  !  — and  rouse  your  warriors ;  — for,  if  right 
'  These  old  bewildered  eyes  could  guess,  by  signs 
'  Of  striped  and  starred  banners,  on  yon  height 
^  Of  eastern  cedars,  o'er  the  creek  of  pines — 
^  Some  fort  embattled  by  your  country  shines : 
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^  Deep  roars  th'  innavigable  gulph  below 

^  Its  squared  rock^  and  palisaded  lines. 

'  Go !  seek  the  light  its  warlike  beacons  show ; 

'  Whilst  I  in  ambush  wait^  for  vengeance,  and  the 
foer 

XIX. 

Scarce  had  he  utter'd — when  Heaven's  verge  ex- 
treme 

Reverberates  the  bomb's  descending  star, — 

And  sounds  that  mingled  laugh, — and  shout, — 
and  scream, — 

To  freeze  the  blood,  in  one  discordant  jar. 

Rung  to  the  pealing  thunderbolts  of  war. 

Whoop  after  whoop  with  rack  the  ear  assail'd  ! 

As  if  unearthly  fiends  had  burst  their  bar  ; 

While  rapidly  the  marksman's  shot  prevailed  :  — 

And  aye,  as  if  for  death,  some  lonely  trumpet  wail'd. 
XX. 

Then  look'd  they  to  the  hills,  where  fire  o'erhung 

The  bandit  groups,  in  one  Vesuvian  glare  ; 

Or  swept,  far  seen,  the  tower,  whose  clock  unrung, 

Told  legible  that  midnight  of  despair. 
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She  faints^  —  she  falters  not^,^ — ^th'  heroic  fair^, — 
As  he  the  sword  and  plume  in  haste  array'd. 
One  short  embrace — he  clasp'd  his  dearest  care — 
But  hark  !  what  nearer  war-drum  shakes  the  glade  ? 
Joy,  joy  !  Columbia's  friends  are  trampling  through 

the  shade  ! 

XXI. 
Then  came  of  every  race  the  mingled  swarm^, 
Far  rung  the  groves  and  gleam'd  the  midnight  grass^ 
With  flambeau^  javelin^  and  naked  arm ; 
As  warriors  wheeled  their  culverins  of  brasS;, 
Sprung  from  the  woods^  a  bold  athletic  mass^ 
Whom  virtue  fires^  and  liberty  combines  : 
And  first  the  wild  Moravian  yagers  pass. 
His  plumed  host  the  dark  Iberian  joins — 
And  Scotia's  sword  beneath  the  Highland  thistle 

shines. 

XXII. 
And  in,  the  buskin'd  hunters  of  the  deer. 
To  Albert's  home,  with  shout  and  cymbal  throng:  — 
Roused  by  their  warlike  pomp,  and  mirth,  and  cheer. 
Old  Outalissi  woke  his  battle  song, 
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Andj  beating  with  his  war-club  cadence  strongs 
Tells  how  his  deep-stung  indignation  smarts^ 
Of  them  that  wrapt  his  house  in  flames^  ere  long^ 
To  whet  a  dagger  on  their  stony  hearts^ 
And  smile  avenged  ere  yet  his  eagle  spirit  parts. — 

XXIII. 
Calm^  opposite  the  Christian  father  rose. 
Pale  on  his  venerable  brow  its  rays 
Of  martyr  light  the  conflagration  throws ; 
One  hand  upon  his  lovely  child  he  lays. 
And  one  th'  uncovered  crowd  to  silence  sways ; 
While,  though  the  battle  flash  is  faster  driven,  — 
Unawed,  with  eye  unstartled  by  the  blaze. 
He  for  his  bleeding  country  prays  to  Heaven, — 
Prays  that  the  men  of  blood  themselves  may  be 
forgiven. 

XXIV. 
Short  time  is  now  for  gratulating  speech  : 
And  yet,  beloved  Gertrude,  ere  began 
Thy  country's  flight,  yon  distant  towers  to  reach, 
Look'd  not  on  thee  the  rudest  partizan 
E   2 
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With  brow  relaxed  to  love  ?  And  murmurs  ran, 
As  round  and  round  their  willing  ranks  they  drew^ 
From  beauty's  sight  to  shield  the  hostile  van. 
Grateful,  on  them  a  placid  look  she  threw^ 
Nor  wept,   but  as  she  bade  her  mother's  grave 

adieu  ! 

XXV. 
Past  was  the  flight,  and  welcome  seem'd  the  tower. 
That  like  a  giant  standard-bearer  frown'd 
Defiance  on  the  roving  Indian  power. 
Beneath,  each  bold  and  promontory  mound 
AVith  embrasure  emboss' d,  and  armour  crown'd, 
And  arrowy  frize,  and  wedged  ravelin. 
Wove  like  a  diadem  its  tracery  round 
The  lofty  summit  of  that  mountain  green ; 
Here  stood  secure  the  group,  and  eyed  a  distant 

scene,  — 

XXVI. 
A  scene  of  death !  where  fires  beneath  the  sun. 
And  blended  arms,  and  white  pavilions  glow ; 
And  for  the  business  of  destruction  done 
Its  requiem  the  war-horn  seem'd  to  blow : 
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There,  sad  spectatress  of  her  country's  woe! 
The  lovely  Gertrude,  safe  from  present  harm. 
Had  laid  her  cheek,  and  clasp'd  her  hands  of  snow 
On  Waldegrave's  shoulder,  half  within  his  arm 
Enclosed,  that  felt  her  heart,  and  hush'd  its  wild 

alarm ! 

XXVII. 
But  short  that  contemplation — sad  and  short 
The  pause  to  bid  each  much-loved  scene  adieu ! 
Beneath  the  very  shadow  of  the  fort. 
Where  friendly  swords  were  drawn,  and  banners 

flew; 
Ah !  who  could  deem  that  foot  of  Indian  crew 
Was  near? — yet  there,  with  lust  of  murderous 

deeds, 
Gleam'd  like  a  basilisk,  from  woods  in  view. 
The  ambush'd  foeman's  eye — his  volley  speeds. 
And  Albert — Albert — falls  !  the  dear  old  father 

bleeds ! 

XXVIII. 
And  tranced  in  giddy  horror  Gertrude  swoon'd ; 
Yet;,  while  she  clasps  him  lifeless  to  her  zone. 
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Say^  burst  they^  borrowed  from  her  father's  wound. 
These  drops? — Oh,  God!  the  life-blood  is  her 

own! 
And  faltering,  on  her  Waldegrave's  bosom  thrown-— 
'^  Weep  not,  O  Love!* — she   cries,    ^to   see   me 

bleed-— 
^  Thee,  Gertrude's  sad  survivor,  thee  alone 
'  Heaven's  peace  commiserate ;  for  scarce  I  heed 
'  These  wounds; — yet  thee  to  leave  is  death,  is 

death  indeed ! 

XXIX. 
^  Clasp  me  a  little  longer  on  the  brink 
'  Of  fate !  while  I  can  feel  thy  dear  caress ; 
'  And  when  this  heart  hath  ceased  to  beat — oh  I 

think, 
'  And  let  it  mitigate  thy  woe's  excess, 
*  That  thou  hast  been  to  me  all  tenderness, 
^  And  friend  to  more  than  human  friendship  just. 
'  Oh  !  by  that  retrospect  of  happiness, 
^  And  by  the  hopes  of  an  immortal  trust, 
'  God  shall  assuage  thy  pangs — ^when  I  am  laid  in 

dust ! 
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XXX. 

'  Go,  Henry,  go  not  back,  when  I  depart, 

^  The  scene  thy  bursting  tears  too  deep  will  move, 

^  Where  my  dear  father  took  thee  to  his  heart, 

^  And  Gertrude  thought  it  ecstasy  to  rove 

^  With  thee,  as  with  an  angel,  through  the  grove 

'^  Of  peace,  imagining  her  lot  was  cast 

^  In  heaven ;  for  ours  was  not  like  earthly  love. 

'  And  must  this  parting  be  our  very  last  ? 

'  No  !  I  shall  love  thee  still,  when  death  itself  is 

past.—' 

XXXI. 
'  Half  could  I  bear,  methinks,  to  leave  this  earth,—. 
^  And  thee,  more  loved  than  aught  beneath  the 

sun, 
'  If  I  had  lived  to  smile  but  on  the  birth 
^  Of  one  dear  pledge; — but  shall  there  then  be 

none, 
'  In  future  times — no  gentle  little  one, 
'  To  clasp  thy  neck,  and  look,  resembling  me  } 
'  Yet  seems  it,  ev'n  while  life's  last  pulses  run, 
^  A  sweetness  in  the  cup  of  death  to  be, 
^  Lord  of  my  bosom's  love!  to  die  beholding  theeT 
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XXXII. 

Hush'd  were  his  Gertrude's  lips !  but  still  their 

bland 
And  beautiful  expression  seem'd  to  melt 
With  love  that  could  not  die  !  and  still  his  hand 
She  presses  to  the  heart  no  more  that  felt. 
Ah^  heart !  where  once  each  fond  aifection  dwelt^ 
And  features  yet  that  spoke  a  soul  more  fair. 
Mute,  gazing,  agonizing  as  he  knelt, — 
Of  them  that  stood  encircling  his  despair, 
He  heard  some  friendly  words ; — but  knew  not 

what  they  were. 

XXXIII. 
For  now,  to  mourn  their  judge  and  child,  arrives 
A  faithful  band.     With  solemn  rites  between, 
*Twas  sung,  how  they  were  lovely  in  their  lives. 
And  in  their  deaths  had  not  divided  been. 
Touched  by  the  music,  and  the  melting  scene. 
Was  scarce  one  tearless  eye  amidst  the  crowd : — 
Stern  warriors,  resting  on  their  swords,  were  seen 
To  veil   their  eyes,  as   pass*d   each   much-loved 

shroud — 
While  woman's  softer  soul  in  woe  dissolved  aloud. 
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XXXIV. 

Then  mournfully  the  parting  bugle  bid 

Its  farewell^  o'er  the  grave  of  worth  and  truth ; 

Prone  to  the  dust;,  afflicted  Waldegrave  hid 

His  face  on  earth; — him  watch' d^  in  gloomy  ruth. 

His  woodland  guide :  but  words  had  none  to  soothe 

The  grief  that  knew  not  consolation's  name  : 

Casting  his  Indian  mantle  o'er  the  youth. 

He  watch' d,  beneath  its  folds,  each  burst  that  came 

Convulsive,  ague-like,  across  his  shuddering  frame ! 

XXXV. 
^  And  I  could  weep ;' — th'  Oneyda  chief 
His  descant  wildly  thus  begun  : 
^  But  that  I  may  not  stain  with  grief 
'  The  death-song  of  my  father's  son, 
'  Or  bow  this  head  in  woe ! 
'  For  by  my  wrongs,  and  by  my  wrath ! 
'  To-morrow  Areou ski's  breath, 
'  (That  fires  yon  heaven  with  storms  of  death,) 
^  Shall  light  us  to  the  foe : 
^  And  we  shall  share,  my  Christian  boy  ! 
^  The  foeman's  blood,  the  avenger's  joy  ! 
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XXXVI. 

'  But  thee,  my  flower,  whose  breath  was  given 

'  By  milder  genii  o'er  the  deep, 

^  The  spirits  of  the  white  man's  heaven 

^  Forbid  not  thee  to  weep :  — • 

'  Nor  will  the  Christian  host, 

^  Nor  will  thy  father's  spirit  grieve, 

'  To  see  thee,  on  the  battle's  eve, 

^  Lamenting,  take  a  mournful  leave 

^  Of  her  who  loved  thee  most :     - 

'  She  was  the  rainbow  to  thy  sight ! 

^  Thy  sun — thy  heaven — of  lost  delight ! 

XXXVII. 
'  To-morrow  let  us  do  or  die  I 
'  But  when  the  bolt  of  death  is  hurl'd, 
'  Ah !  whither  then  with  thee  to  fly, 
'  Shall  Outalissi  roam  the  world  ? 
^  Seek  we  thy  once-loved  home  ? 
'  The  hand  is  gone  that  cropt  its  flowers  : 
^  Unheard  their  clock  repeats  its  hours  ! 
'  Cold  is  the  hearth  within  their  bowers ! 
*^  And  should  we  thither  roam, 
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'  Its  echoes,  and  its  empty  tread, 

'  Would  sound  like  voices  from  the  dead ! 
XXXVIII. 

^  Or  shall  we  cross  yon  mountains  blue, 

^  Whose  streams  my  kindred  nation  quafF'd  ? 

^  And  by  my  side,  in  battle  true, 

'  A  thousand  warriors  drew  the  shaft  ? 

'  Ah !  there  in  desolation  cold, 

'  The  desert  serpent  dwells  alone, 

^  Where  grass  o'ergrows  each  mouldering  bone, 

^  And  stones  themselves  to  ruin  grown, 

'  Like  me,  are  death-like  old. 

'  Then  seek  we  not  their  camp, — for  there  — 

'  The  silence  dwells  of  my  despair  !' 

XXXIX. 
^  But  hark,  the  trump  ! — to-morrow  thou 
'  In  glory's  fires  shalt  dry  thy  tears  : 
'  Ev*n  from  the  land  of  shadows  now 
'  My  father's  awful  ghost  appears, 
^  Amidst  the  clouds  that  round  us  roll ; 
^  He  bids  my  soul  for  battle  thirst — 
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'  He  bids  me  dry  the  last — the  first — 

'  The  only  tears  that  ever  burst 

^  From  Outalissi's  soul ; 

^  Because  I  may  not  stain  with  grief 

^  The  death-song  of  an  Indian  chief'/ 


NOTES. 


ON    PART    I. 


Stanza  3.  1.  6. 

From  merry  mock-bird's  so?ig. 
The  mocking  bird  is  of  the  form^  but  larger^ 
than  the  thrush ;  and  the  colours  are  a  mixture  of 
blacky  white,  and  grey.  What  is  said  of  the 
nightingale  by  its  greatest  admirers^  is,  what  may 
with  more  propriety  apply  to  this  bird,  who,  in 
a  natural  state,  sings  with  very  superior  taste.  To- 
wards evening  I  have  heard  one  begin  softly,  re- 
serving its  breath  to  swell  certain  notes,  which,  by 
this  means,  had  a  most  astonishing  effect.  A  gen- 
tleman in  London  had  one  of  these  birds  for  six 
years.    During  the  space  of  a  minute  he  was  heard 
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to  imitate  the  woodlark^,  chaffinch^  blackbird^ 
thrush^  and  sparrow.  In  this  country  (America) 
I  have  frequently  known  the  mocking-birds  so  en- 
gaged in  this  mimicry,  that  it  was  with  much  dif- 
ficulty I  could  ever  obtain  an  opportunity  of  hear- 
ing their  own  natural  note.  Some  go  so  far  as  to 
say,  that  they  have  neither  peculiar  notes,  nor  fa- 
vourite imitations.  This  may  be  denied.  Their 
few  natural  notes  resemble  those  of  the  (European) 
nightingale.  Their  song,  however,  has  a  greater 
compass  and  volume  than  the  nightingale,  and 
they  have  the  faculty  of  varying  all  intermediate 
notes  in  a  manner  which  is  truly  delightful.— 
Ashe's  Travels  in  America,  vol.  ii.  p.  73. 

Stanza  5.  1.  9. 

And  distant  isles  that  hear  the  loud  Corhrechtan  roar. 
The  Corybrechtan,  or  Corbrechtan,  is  a  whirl- 
pool on  the  western  coast  of  Scotland,  near  the 
island  of  Jura,  which  is  heard  at  a  prodigious  dis- 
tance. Its  name  signifies  the  whirlpool  of  the 
Prince  of  Denmark ;  and  there  is  a  tradition  that 
a  Danish  prince  once  undertook,  for  a  wager,  to 
cast  anchor  in  it.     He  is  said  to  have  used  woollen 
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instead  of  hempen  ropes,  for  greater  strength,  but 
perished  in  the  attempt.  On  the  shores  of  Argyle- 
shire,  I  have  often  listened  with  great  delight  to 
the  sound  of  this  vortex,  at  the  distance  of  many 
leagues.  When  the  weather  is  calm,  and  the  adja- 
cent sea  scarcely  heard  on  these  picturesque  shores, 
its  sound,  which  is  like  the  sound  of  innumerable 
chariots,  creates  a  magnificent  and  fine  effect. 

Stanza  13.  1.  4. 

Of  buskin  d  limb  and  swarthy  lineame7it. 
In  the  Indian  tribes  there  is  a  great  similarity  in 
their  colour,  stature,  &c.  They  are  all,  except  the 
Snake  Indians,  tall  in  stature,  straight,  and  robust. 
It  is  very  seldom  they  are  deformed,  which  has 
given  rise  to  the  supposition  that  they  put  to  death 
their  deformed  children.  Their  skin  is  of  a  copper 
colour ;  their  eyes  large,  bright,  black,  and  spark- 
ling, indicative  of  a  subtile  and  discerning  mind  : 
their  hair  is  of  the  same  colour,  and  prone  to  be 
long,  seldom  or  never  curled.  Their  teeth  are 
large  and  white;  I  never  observed  any  decayed 
among  them,  which  makes  their  breath  as  sweet  as 
the  air  they  inhale.  —  Travels  tJn^ough  America  by 
Capls.  Lewis  and  Clarke,  in  1804-5-0. 
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Stanza  14.  1.  6. 

Peace  he  to  thee  !  my  words  this  belt  approve. 
The  Indians  of  North  America  accompany  every 
formal  address  to  strangers^  with  whom  they  form 
or  recognize  a  treaty  of  amity^  with  a  present  of  a 
strings  or  belt^  of  wampum.  Wampum  (says  Cad- 
wallader  Colden)  is  made  of  the  large  whelk  shell, 
Buccinum,  and  shaped  like  long  beads :  it  is  the 
current  money  of  the  Indians.  —  History  of  the  Jive 
Indian  Nations,  p.  34.     New  York  edition. 

Stanza  14.  1.  7- 

The  paths  of  peace  my  steps  have  hither  led. 
In  relating  an  interview  of  Mohawk  Indians 
with  the  Governor  of  New  York,  Colden  quotes 
the  following  passage  as  a  specimen  of  their  meta- 
phorical manner :  '^  Where  shall  I  seek  the  chair 
of  peace?  Where  shall  I  find  it  but  upon  our 
path  ?  and  whither  doth  our  path  lead  us  but  unto 
this  house  ?'* 

Stanza  15.1.  2. 

Our  7vampum  league  thy  brethren  did  efnbrace. 
When  they  solicit  the  alliance,  offensive  or  de- 
fensive,  of  a  whole  nation,  they  send  an  embassy 
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with  a  large  belt  of  wampum  and  a  bloody  hatchet^ 
inviting  them  to  come  and  drink  the  blood  of  their 
enemies.  The  wampum  made  use  of  on  these  and 
other  occasions^,  before  their  acquaintance  with 
the  Europeans^  was  nothing  but  small  shells  which 
they  picked  up  by  the  sea- coasts^  and  on  the  banks 
of  the  lakes;  and  now  it  is  nothing  but  a  kind  of 
cylindrical  beads^  made  of  shells^  white  and  black,, 
which  are  esteemed  among  them  as  silver  and  gold 
are  among  us.  The  black  they  call  the  most  valu- 
able^ and  both  together  are  their  greatest  riches  and 
ornaments;  these  among  them  answering  all  the 
end  that  money  does  amongst  us.  They  have  the 
art  of  stringing^  twisting,  and  interweaving  them 
into  their  belts,  collars,  blankets,  and  mocassins,  &c. 
in  ten  thousand  different  sizes,  forms,  and  figures, 
so  as  to  be  ornaments  for  every  part  of  dress,  and 
expressive  to  them  of  all  their  important  trans- 
actions. They  dye  the  wampum  of  various  colours 
and  shades,  and  mix  and  dispose  them  with  great 
ingenuity  and  order,  and  so  as  to  be  significant 
among  themselves  of  almost  every  thing  they 
please ;  so  that  by  these  their  words  are  kept,  and 
their  thoughts  communicated  to  one  another,  as 
ours  are  by  writing.     The  belts  that  pass  from  one 

VOL.    II.  F 


66  GERTRUDE    OF    WYOMING. 

nation  to  another  in  all  treaties^  declarations,  and 
important  transactions,  are  very  carefully  preserved 
in  the  cabins  of  their  chiefs,  and  serve  not  only  as 
a  kind  of  record  or  history,  but  as  a  public  trea- 
sure.—M^a/or  Rogers's  Account  of  North  America. 

Stanza  17 .  1.  5. 

As  when  the  evil  Manitou, 

It  is  certain  the  Indians  acknowledge  one  Su- 
preme Being,  or  Giver  of  Life,  who  presides  over 
all  things  ;  that  is,  the  Great  Spirit ;  and  they  look 
up  to  him  as  the  source  of  good,  from  whence  no 
evil  can  proceed.  They  also  believe  in  a  bad 
Spirit,  to  whom  they  ascribe  great  power;  and 
suppose  that  through  his  power  all  the  evils  which 
befall  mankind  are  inflicted.  To  him^  therefore, 
they  pray  in  their  distresses,  begging  that  he  would 
either  avert  their  troubles,  or  moderate  them  when 
they  are  no  longer  avoidable. 

They  hold  also  that  there  are  good  Spirits  of  a 
lower  degree,  who  have  their  particular  depart- 
ments, in  which  they  are  constantly  contributing 
to  the  happiness  of  mortals.  These  they  suppose 
to  preside  over  all  the  extraordinary  productions 
of  Nature,  such  as  those  lakes,  rivers,  and  moun- 
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tains  that  are  of  an  uncommon  magnitude ;  and 
likewise  the  beasts^  birds^  fishes^  and  even  vege- 
tables or  stones,  that  exceed  the  rest  of  their  species 
in  size  or  singularity. —  Clarke  s  Travels  among 
the  Indians, 

The  Supreme  Spirit  of  good  is  called  by  the 
Indians  Kitchi  Manitou  ;  and  the  Spirit  of  evil;, 
Matchi  Manitou. 

Stanza  19.  1.  2. 

Fever-halm  afid  sweet  sagamite. 
The   fever-balm   is    a  medicine  used  by  these 
tribes ;  it  is  a  decoction  of  a  bush  called  the  Fever 
Tree.     Sagamite  is  a  kind  of  soup  administered  to 
their  sick. 

Stanza  20.  1.  1. 

And  ly  the  eagle  of  my  tribe,  have  rusKd  with  this 
lorn  dove. 
The  testimony  of  all  travellers  among  the  Ame- 
rican  Indians  who   mention   their   hieroglyphics, 
authorises  me  in  putting  this  figurative  language 
in   the  mouth  of  Outalissi.     The  dove  is  among 
them,  as  elsewhere,  an  emblem  of  meekness ;  and 
the  eagle,  that  of  a  bold,  noble,  and  liberal  mind. 
F  2 
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When  the  Indians  speak  of  a  warrior  who  soars 
above  the  multitude  in  person  and  endowments^ 
they  say^  '^  he  is  like  the  eagle,  who  destroys  his 
enemies,  and  gives  protection  and  abundance  to 
the  weak  of  his  own  tribe." 

Stanza  23.  1.  2. 

Far  differently,  the  mute  Oneyda  took,  S^c, 
They  are  extremely  circumspect  and  deliberate 
in  every  word  and  action ;  nothing  hurries  them 
into  any  intemperate  wrath,  but  that  inveteracy  to 
their  enemies  which  is  rooted  in  every  Indian's 
breast.  In  all  other  instances  they  are  cool  and 
deliberate,  taking  care  to  suppress  the  emotions 
of  the  heart.  If  an  Indian  has  discovered  that 
a  friend  of  his  is  in  danger  of  being  cut  off  by  a 
lurking  enemy,  he  does  not  tell  him  of  his  danger 
in  direct  terms  as  though  he  were  in  fear,  but  he 
first  coolly  asks  him  which  way  he  is  going  that 
day,  and  having  his  answer,  with  the  same  indif- 
ference tells  him  that  he  has  been  informed  that  a 
noxious  beast  lies  on  the  route  he  is  going.  This 
hint  proves  sufficient,  and  his  friend  avoids  the 
danger  with  as  much  caution  as  though  every  de- 
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sign  and  motion  of  his  enemy  had  been  pointed 
out  to  him. 

If  an  Indian  has  been  engaged  for  several  days 
in  the  chase,  and  by  accident  continued  long  with- 
out foodj  when  he  arrives  at  the  hut  of  a  friend, 
where  he  knows  that  his  wants  will  be  immedi- 
ately supplied,  he  takes  care  not  to  show  the  least 
symptoms  of  impatience,  or  betray  the  extreme 
hunger  that  he  is  tortured  with  ;  but  on  being  in- 
vited in,  sits  contentedly  down  and  smokes  his 
pipe  with  as  much  composure  as  if  his  appetite 
was  cloyed  and  he  was  perfectly  at  ease.  He  does 
the  same  if  among  strangers.  This  custom  is 
strictly  adhered  to  by  every  tribe,  as  they  esteem 
it  a  proof  of  fortitude,  and  think  the  reverse  would 
entitle  them  to  the  appellation  of  old  women. 

If  you  tell  an  Indian  that  his  children  have  greatly 
signalized  themselves  against  an  enemy,  have  taken 
many  scalps,  and  brought  home  many  prisoners, 
he  does  not  appear  to  feel  any  strong  emotions  of 
pleasure  on  the  occasion ;  his  answer  generally  is, 
— they  have  *^^  done  well,"  and  he  makes  but  very 
little  enquiry  about  the  matter  ;  on  the  contrary, 
if  you  inform  him  that  his   children  are  slain  or 
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taken  prisoners^  he  makes  no  complaints :  he  only 
replies,  '^'^  It  is  unfortunate:" — and  for  some  time 
asks  no  questions  about  how  it  happened. — Lewis 
and  Clarke's  Travels, 

Stanza  23.  1.  3. 

His  calu7net  of  peace,  S^^c. 
Nor  is  the  calumet  of  less  importance  or  less 
revered  than  the  wampum  in  many  transactions 
relative  both  to  peace  and  war.  The  bowl  of  this 
pipe  is  made  of  a  kind  of  soft  red  stone,  which  is 
easily  wrought  and  hollowed  out ;  the  stem  is  of 
cane,  alder,  or  some  kind  of  light  wood,  painted 
with  different  colours,  and  decorated  with  the 
heads,  tails,  and  feathers  of  the  most  beautiful 
birds.  The  use  of  the  calumet  is  to  smoke  either 
tobacco  or  some  bark,  leaf,  or  herb,  which  they 
often  use  instead  of  it,  when  they  enter  into  an 
alliance  or  any  serious  occasion  or  solemn  engage- 
ments; this  being  among  them  the  most  sacred 
oath  that  can  be  taken,  the  violation  of  which  is 
esteemed  most  infamous,  and  deserving  of  severe 
punishment  from  Heaven.  When  they  treat  of 
war,  the  whole  pipe  and  all  its  ornaments  are  red  : 
sometimes  it  is  red  only  on  one  side,  and  by  the 
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disposition  of  the  feathers^  &c.  one  acquainted  with 
their  customs  will  know  at  first  sight  what  the  na- 
tion who  presents  it  intends  or  desires.  Smoking 
the  calumet  is  also  a  religious  ceremony  on  some 
occasions^  and  in  all  treaties  is  considered  as  a  wit- 
ness between  the  parties^,  or  rather  as  an  instru- 
ment by  which  they  invoke  the  sun  and  moon  to 
witness  their  sincerity,  and  to  be  as  it  were  a  gua- 
rantee of  the  treaty  between  them.  This  custom 
of  the  Indians,  though  to  appearance  somewhat 
ridiculous,  is  not  without  its  reasons  ;  for  as  they 
find  that  smoking  tends  to  disperse  the  vapours  of 
the  brain,  to  raise  the  spirits,  and  to  qualify  them 
for  thinking  and  judging  properly,  they  intro- 
duced it  into  their  councils,  where,  after  their  re- 
solves, the  pipe  was  considered  as  a  seal  of  their 
decrees,  and  as  a  pledge  of  their  performance 
thereof,  it  was  sent  to  those  they  were  consulting, 
in  alliance  or  treaty  with; — so  that  smoking 
among  them  at  the  same  pipe,  is  equivalent  to 
our  drinking  together  and  out  of  the  same  cup. — 
Major  Rogers's  Account  of  North  America,  1766. 

The  lighted  calumet  is  also  used  among  them 
for  a  purpose  still  more  interesting  than  the  ex- 
pression of  social  friendship.     The  austere  manners 
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of  the  Indians  forbid  any  appearance  of  gallantry 
between  the  sexes  in  day-time ;  but  at  night  the 
young  lover  goes  a  calumetting,  as  his  courtship 
is  called.  As  these  people  live  in  a  state  of  equa- 
lity^ and  without  fear  of  internal  violence  or  theft 
in  their  own  tribes^,  they  leave  their  doors  open  by 
night  as  well  as  by  day.  The  lover  takes  advan- 
tage of  this  liberty ;,  lights  his  calumet^  enters  the 
cabin  of  his  mistress^  and  gently  presents  it  to  her. 
If  she  extinguishes  it^  she  admits  his  addresses ; 
but  if  she  suiFer  it  to  burn  unnoticed^  he  retires 
with  a  disappointed  and  throbbing  heart. — Ashes 
Travels, 

Stanza  23.  1.  6. 

Train  djrom  his  tree-rock' d  cradle  to  his  bier. 
An  Indian  child^  as  soon  as  he  is  born^  is  swathed 
with  clothes^  or  skins ;  and  being  laid  on  his  back^ 
is  bound  down  on  a  piece  of  thick  board;,  spread 
over  with  soft  moss.  The  board  is  somewhat  larger 
and  broader  than  the  child;,  and  bent  pieces  of 
wood;,  like  pieces  of  hoopS;,  are  placed  over  its  face 
to  protect  it^  so  that  if  the  machine  were  suffered 
to  fall;,  the  child  probably  would  not  be  injured. 
When  the  women  have  any  business  to  transact  at 
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home;,  they  hang  the  board  on  a  tree,  if  there  be 
one  at  hand,  and  set  them  a  swinging  from  side 
to  side,  hke  a  pendulum,  in  order  to  exercise  the 
children. —  Weld,  vol.  ii.  p.  246. 

Stanza  23.  1.  7- 

Thejlerce  extremes  of  good  and  ill  to  brook 

Impasswe 

Of  the  active  as  well  as  passive  fortitude  of  the 
Indian  character,  the  following  is  an  instance  re- 
lated by  Adair  in  his  Travels :  — 

A  party  of  the  Senekah  Indians  came  to  war 
against  the  Katahba,  bitter  enemies  to  each  other. 
—  In  the  woods  the  former  discovered  a  sprightly 
warrior  belonging  to  the  latter,  hunting  in  their 
usual  light  dress:  on  his  perceiving  them,  he 
sprang  off  for  a  hollow  rock  four  or  five  miles  dis- 
tant, as  they  intercepted  him  from  running  home- 
ward. He  was  so  extremely  swift  and  skilful  with 
the  gun,  as  to  kill  seven  of  them  in  the  running 
fight  before  they  were  able  to  surround  and  take 
him.  They  carried  him  to  their  country  in  sad 
triumph ;  but  though  he  had  filled  them  with  un- 
common grief  and  shame  for  the  loss  of  so  many 
of  their  kindred,  yet  the  love  of  martial  virtue  in- 
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duced  them  to  treat  him^  during  their  long  journey^ 
with  a  great  deal  more  civility  than  if  he  had  acted 
the  part  of  a  coward.  The  women  and  children^ 
when  they  met  him  at  their  several  towns^  beat 
him  and  whipped  him  in  as  severe  a  manner  as  the 
occasion  required,,  according  to  their  law  of  justice, 
and  at  last  he  was  formally  condemned  to  die  by 
the  fiery  torture. — It  might  reasonably  be  imagined 
that  what  he  had  for  some  time  gone  through,  by 
being  fed  with  a  scanty  hand,  a  tedious  march, 
lying  at  night  on  the  bare  ground,  exposed  to  the 
changes  of  the  weather,  with  his  arms  and  legs  ex- 
tended in  a  pair  of  rough  stocks,  and  suffering 
such  punishment  on  his  entering  into  their  hostile 
towns,  as  a  prelude  to  those  sharp  torments  for 
which  he  was  destined,  would  have  so  impaired 
his  health  and  affected  his  imagination,  as  to  have 
sent  him  to  his  long  sleep,  out  of  the  way  of  any 
more  sufferings. — Probably  this  would  have  been 
the  case  with  the  major  part  of  white  people  under 
similar  circumstances ;  but  I  never  knew  this  with 
any  of  the  Indians :  and  this  cool-headed,  brave 
warrior,  did  not  deviate  from  their  rough  lessons 
of  martial  virtue,  but  acted  his  part  so  well  as  to 
surprise  and  sorely  vex  his  numerous  enemies :  — 
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for  when  they  were  taking  him^  unpinioned,  in 
their  wild  parade^  to  the  place  of  torture^  which 
lay  near  to  a  river^  he  suddenly  dashed  down  those 
who  stood  in  his  way,  sprang  off,  and  plunged 
into  the  water,  swimming  underneath  like  an  otter, 
only  rising  to  take  breath,  till  he  reached  the  op- 
posite shore.  He  now  ascended  the  steep  bank, 
but  though  he  had  good  reason  to  be  in  a  hurry, 
as  many  of  the  enemy  were  in  the  water,  and 
others  running,  very  like  bloodhounds,  in  pursuit 
of  him,  and  the  bullets  flying  around  him  from  the 
time  he  took  to  the  river,  yet  his  heart  did  not 
allow  him  to  leave  them  abruptly,  without  taking 
leave  in  a  formal  manner,  in  return  for  the  extra- 
ordinary favours  they  had  done,  and  intended  to 
do  him.  After  slapping  a  part  of  his  body,  in 
defiance  to  them  (continues  the  author),  he  put  up 
the  shrill  war-whoop,  as  his  last  salute,  till  some 
more  convenient  opportunity  offered,  and  darted 
off  in  the  manner  of  a  beast  broke  loose  from  its 
torturing  enemies.  He  continued  his  speed,  so  as 
to  run  by  about  midnight  of  the  same  day  as  far  as 
his  eager  pursuers  were  two  days  in  reaching. 
There  he  rested  till  he  happily  discovered  five  of 
those  Indians  who  had  pursued  him  :  — he  lay  hid 


76  GERTRUDE    OF    WYOMING. 

a  little  way  off  their  camp^  till  they  were  sound 
asleep.  Every  circumstance  of  his  situation  oc- 
curred to  hiuiy  and  inspired  him  with  heroism. 
He  was  naked,  torn,  and  hungry,  and  his  enraged 
enemies  were  come  up  with  him  ;  —  but  there  was 
now  every  thing  to  relieve  his  wants,  and  a  fair 
opportunity  to  save  his  hfe,  and  get  great  honour 
and  sweet  revenge  by  cutting  them  off.  Reso- 
lution, a  convenient  spot,  and  sudden  surprise, 
would  effect  the  main  object  of  all  his  wishes  and 
hopes.  He  accordingly  creeped,  took  one  of  their 
tomahawks,  and  killed  them  all  on  the  spot, — 
clothed  himself,  took  a  choice  gun,  and  as  much 
ammunition  and  provisions  as  he  could  well  carry 
in  a  running  march.  He  set  off  afresh  with  a  light 
heart,  and  did  not  sleep  for  several  successive  nights, 
only  when  he  reclined,  as  usual,  a  little  before  day, 
with  his  back  to  a  tree.  As  it  were  by  instinct, 
when  he  found  he  was  free  from  the  pursuing 
enemy,  he  made  directly  to  the  very  place  where 
he  had  killed  seven  of  his  enemies  and  was  taken 
by  them  for  the  fiery  torture.  He  digged  them 
up,  burnt  their  bodies  to  ashes,  and  went  home  in 
safety  with  singular  triumph.  Other  pursuing 
enemies  came,  on  the  evening  of  the  second  day. 
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to  the  camp  of  their  dead  people,  when  the  sight 
gave  them  a  greater  shock  than  they  had  ever 
known  before.  In  their  chilled  war- council  they 
concluded,  that  as  he  had  done  such  surprising 
things  in  his  defence  before  he  was  captivated,  and 
since  that  in  his  naked  condition,  and  now  was 
well-armed,  if  they  continued  the  pursuit  he  would 
spoil  them  all,  for  he  surely  was  an  enemy  wizard, 
— and  therefore  they  returned  home.—-'Adairs 
General  Observations  on  the  American  Indians, 
p.  394. 

It  is  surprising,  says  the  same  author,  to  see  the 
long  continued  speed  of  the  Indians.  Though 
some  of  us  have  often  run  the  swiftest  of  them 
out  of  sight  for  about  the  distance  of  twelve  miles, 
yet  afterwards,  without  any  seeming  toil,  they 
would  stretch  on,  leave  us  out  of  sight,  and  out- 
wind  any  horse. — Ibid,  p.  318. 

If  an  Indian  were  driven  out  into  the  extensive 
woods,  with  only  a  knife  and  a  tomahawk,  or  a 
small  hatchet,  it  is  not  to  be  doubted  but  he  would 
fatten  even  where  a  wolf  would  starve.  He  would 
soon  collect  fire  by  rubbing  two  dry  pieces  of  wood 
together,  make  a  bark  hut,  earthen  vessels,  and  a 
bow  and  arrows ;  then  kill  wild  game,  fish,  fresh- 
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water  tortoiseS;,  gather  a  plentiful  variety  of  vege- 
tableS;,  and  live  in  affluence. — Ibid.  p.  410. 

Stanza  24.  1.  7. 
Mocassins  is  a  sort  of  Indian  buskins. 

Stanza  25.  1.  1. 

Sleep,  wearied  one  !  and  in  the  dreaming  land 
Shouldst  thou  to-morrow  with  thy  mother  meet. 
There  is  nothing  (says  Charlevoix)  in  which 
these  barbarians  carry  their  superstitions  farther, 
than  in  what  regards  dreams  ;  but  they  vary 
greatly  in  their  manner  of  explaining  themselves 
on  this  point.  Sometimes  it  is  the  reasonable  soul 
which  ranges  abroad,  while  the  sensitive  continues 
to  animate  the  body.  Sometimes  it  is  the  familiar 
genius  who  gives  salutary  counsel  with  respect  to 
what  is  going  to  happen.  Sometimes  it  is  a  visit 
made  by  the  soul  of  the  object  of  which  he  dreams. 
But  in  whatever  manner  the  dream  is  conceived, 
it  is  always  looked  upon  as  a  thing  sacred,  and 
as  the  most  ordinary  way  in  which  the  gods  make 
known  their  will  to  men.  Filled  with  this  idea, 
they  cannot  conceive  how  we  should  pay  no  regard 
to  them.     For  the  most  part  they  look  upon  them 
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either  as  a  desire  of  the  soul;,  inspired  by  some 
genius^  or  an  order  from  him^,  and  in  consequence 
of  this  principle  they  hold  it  a  religious  duty  to 
obey  them.  An  Indian  having  dreamt  of  having 
a  finger  cut  off,  had  it  really  cut  off  as  soon  as 
he  awokC;,  having  first  prepared  himself  for  this 
important  action  by  a  feast.  Another  having 
dreamt  of  being  a  prisoner,  and  in  the  hands  of 
his  enemies,  was  much  at  a  loss  what  to  do.  He 
consulted  the  jugglers,  and  by  their  advice  caused 
himself  to  be  tied  to  a  post,  and  burnt  in  several 
parts  of  the  body.  —  Chai^levoix,  Journal  of  a  Voyage 
to  North  America. 

Stanza  26.  1.  5. 

The  crocodile f  the  condor  of  the  rock — 
The  alligator,  or  American  crocodile,  when  full 
grown  (says  Bertram)  is  a  very  large  and  terrible 
creature,  and  of  prodigious  strength,  activity,  and 
swiftness  in  the  water.  I  have  seen  them  twenty 
feet  in  length,  and  some  are  supposed  to  be  twen- 
ty-two or  twenty-three  feet  in  length.  Their  body 
is  as  large  as  that  of  a  horse,  their  shape  usually 
resembles  that  of  a  lizard,  which  is  flat,  or  cunei- 
form, being  compressed  on  each  side,  and  gradu- 
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ally  diminishing  from  the  abdomen  to  the  extre- 
mity^ which^  with  the  whole  body^,  is  covered  with 
horny  plates^,  of  squamae^  impenetrable  when  on 
the  body  of  the  live  animal^  even  to  a  rifle-ball, 
except  about  their  head;,  and  just  behind  their  fore- 
legs or  arms,  where,  it  is  said,  they  are  only  vul- 
nerable. The  head  of  a  full-grown  one  is  about 
three  feet,  and  the  mouth  opens  nearly  the  same 
length.  Their  eyes  are  small  in  proportion,  and 
seem  sunk  in  the  head,  by  means  of  the  promi- 
nency of  the  brows;  the  nostrils  are  large,  inflated, 
and  prominent  on  the  top,  so  that  the  head  on  the 
water  resembles,  at  a  distance,  a  great  chunk  of 
wood  floating  about :  only  the  upper  jaw  moves, 
which  they  raise  almost  perpendicular,  so  as  to 
form  a  right  angle  with  the  lower  one.  In  the 
fore-part  of  the  upper  jaw,  on  each  side,  just  under 
the  nostrils,  are  two  very  large,  thick,  strong  teeth, 
or  tusks,  not  very  sharp,  but  rather  the  shape  of  a 
cone:  these  are  as  white  as  the  finest  polished 
ivory,  and  are  not  covered  by  any  skin  or  lips,  but 
always  in  sight,  which  gives  the  creature  a  fright- 
ful appearance ;  in  the  lower  jaw  are  holes  oppo- 
site to  these  teeth  to  receive  them;  when  they 
clap  their  jaws  together,   it    causes    a   surprising 
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noise^  like  that  which  is  made  by  forcing  a  heavy 
plank  with  violence  upon  the  ground^  and  may  be 
heard  at  a  great  distance.  —  But  what  is  yet  more 
surprising  to  a  stranger,  is  the  incredibly  loud  and 
terrifying  roar  which  they  are  capable  of  making, 
especially  in  breeding-time.  It  most  resembles 
very  heavy  distant  thunder,  not  only  shaking  the 
air  and  waters,  but  causing  the  earth  to  tremble; 
and  when  hundreds  are  roaring  at  the  same  time, 
you  can  scarcely  be  persuaded  but  that  the  whole 
globe  is  violently  and  dangerously  agitated.  An 
old  champion,  who  is,  perhaps,  absolute  sovereign 
of  a  little  lake  or  lagoon,  (when  fifty  less  than  him- 
self are  obliged  to  content  themselves  with  swell- 
ing and  roaring  in  little  coves  round  about,)  darts 
forth  from  the  reedy  coverts,  all  at  once,  on  the 
surface  of  the  waters  in  a  right  line,  at  first  seem- 
ingly as  rapid  as  lightning,  but  gradually  more 
slowly,  until  he  arrives  at  the  centre  of  the  lake, 
where  he  stops.  He  now  swells  himself  by  drawing 
in  wind  and  water  through  his  mouth,  which  causes 
aloud  sonorous  rattling  in  the  throat  for  near  a 
minute;  but  it  is  immediately  forced  out  again 
through  his  mouth  and  nostrils  with  a  loud  noise, 
brandishing  his  tail  in  the  air,  and  the  vapour  run- 
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ning  from  his  nostrils  like  smoke.  At  other  times^ 
when  swoln  to  an  extent  ready  to  bursty  his  head 
and  tail  lifted  up,  he  spins  or  twirls  round  on  the 
surface  of  the  water.  He  acts  his  part  like  an  In- 
dian chief,  when  rehearsing  his  feats  of  war.— 
Bertram*s  Travels  m  North  America, 

Stanza  27- 1-  4. 

Then  forth  uprose  that  lojie  rvay-foring  man. 
They  discover  an  amazing  sagacity,  and  acquire, 
with  the  greatest  readiness,  any  thing  that  depends 
upon  the  attention  of  the  mind.     By  experience, 
and  an  acute  observation,  they  attain  many  per- 
fections to  which  Americans  are  strangers.     For 
instance,  they  will  cross  a  forest  or  a  plain,  which 
is  two  hundred  miles  in  breadth,  so  as  to  reach, 
with  great  exactness,  the  point  at  which  they  in- 
tend to  arrive,  keeping,  during  the  whole  of  that 
space,  in  a  direct  line,  without  any  material  devia- 
tions ;  and  this  they  will  do  with  the  same  ease, 
let  the  weather  be  fair  or  cloudy.     With  equal 
acuteness  they  will  point  to  that  part  of  the  hea- 
vens the  sun  is  in,  though  it  be  intercepted  by 
clouds  or  fogs.     Besides  this,  they  are  able  to  pur- 
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sue^  with  incredible  facility,  the  traces  of  man  or 
beast,  either  on  leaves  or  grass ;  and  on  this  ac- 
count it  is  with  great  difficulty  they  escape  dis- 
covery. They  are  indebted  for  these  talents  not 
only  to  nature,  but  to  an  extraordinary  command 
of  the  intellectual  qualities,  which  can  only  be  ac- 
quired by  an  unremitted  attention,  and  by  long 
experience.  They  are,  in  general,  very  happy  in 
a  retentive  memory.  They  can  recapitulate  every 
particular  that  has  been  treated  of  in  council,  and 
remember  the  exact  time  when  they  were  held. 
Their  belts  of  wampum  preserve  the  substance  of 
the  treaties  they  have  concluded  with  the  neigh- 
bouring tribes  for  ages  back,  to  which  they  will 
appeal  and  refer  with  as  much  perspicuity  and 
readiness  as  Europeans  can  to  their  written  re- 
cords. 

The  Indians  are  totally  unskilled  in  geography, 
as  well  as  all  the  other  sciences,  and  yet  they  draw 
on  their  birch-bark  very  exact  charts  or  maps  of 
the  countries  they  are  acquainted  with.  The  lati- 
tude and  longitude  only  are  wanting  to  make  them 
tolerably  complete. 

Their  sole  knowledge  in  astronomy  consists  in 
G  2 
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being  able  to  point  out  the  polar  star,  by  which 
they  regulate  their  course  when  they  travel  in  the 
night. 

They  reckon  the  distance  of  places  not  by  miles 
or  leagues,  but  by  a  day's  journey,  which,  accord- 
ing to  the  best  calculation  I  could  make,  appears 
to  be  about  twenty  English  miles.  These  they 
also  divide  into  halves  and  quarters,  and  will  de- 
monstrate them  in  their  maps  with  great  exactness 
by  the  hieroglyphics  just  mentioned,  when  they 
regulate  in  council  their  war-parties,  or  their  most 
distant  hunting  excursions.— ^ Lewis  and  Clarke's 
Travels, 

;  Some  of  the  French  missionaries  have  supposed 
that  the  Indians  are  guided  by  instinct,  and  have 
pretended  that  Indian  children  can  find  their  way 
through  a  forest  as  easily  as  a  person  of  maturer 
years ;  but  this  is  a  most  absurd  notion.  It  is  un- 
questionably by  a  close  attention  to  the  growth  of 
the  trees,  and  position  of  the  sun,  that  they  find 
their  way.  On  the  northern  side  of  a  tree  there  is 
generally  the  most  moss ;  and  the  bark  on  that 
side,  in  general,  differs  from  that  on  the  opposite 
one.  The  branches  towards  the  south  are,  for  the 
most  part,  more  luxuriant  than  those  on  the  other 
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sides  of  treesj  and  several  other  distinctions  also 
subsist  between  the  northern  and  southern  sides^ 
conspicuous  to  Indians^  being  taught  from  their 
infancy  to  attend  to  them^  which  a  common  ob- 
server would;,  perhaps^  never  notice.  Being  ac- 
customed from  their  infancy  likewise  to  pay  great 
attention  to  the  position  of  the  sun^,  they  learn  to 
make  the  most  accurate  allowance  for  its  apparent 
motion  from  one  part  of  the  heavens  to  another ; 
and  in  every  part  of  the  day  they  will  point  to  the 
part  of  the  heavens  where  it  iS;,  although  the  sky 
be  obscured  by  clouds  or  mists. 

An  instance  of  their  dexterity  in  finding  their 
way  through  an  unknown  country  came  under  my 
observation  when  I  was  at  Staunton^  situated  be- 
hind the  Blue  Mountains,  Virginia.  A  number  of 
the  Creek  nation  had  arrived  at  that  town  on  their 
way  to  Philadelphia,  whither  they  were  going  upon 
some  affairs  of  importance,  and  had  stopped  there 
for  the  night.  In  the  morning,  some  circumstance 
or  other,  which  could  not  be  learned,  induced  one 
half  of  the  Indians  to  set  off  without  their  compa- 
nions, who  did  not  follow  until  some  hours  after- 
wards. When  these  last  were  ready  to  pursue 
their  journey,  several  of  the  towns-people  mounted 
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their  horses  to  escort  them  part  of  the  way.  They 
proceeded  along  the  high  road  for  some  miles^  but, 
all  at  once,  hastily  turning  aside  into  the  woods, 
though  there  was  no  path,  the  Indians  advanced 
Confidently  forward.  The  people  who  accompa- 
nied them,  surprised  at  this  movement,  informed 
them  that  they  were  quitting  the  road  to  Philadel- 
phia, and  expressed  their  fear  lest  they  should  miss 
their  companions  who  had  gone  on  before.  They 
answered  that  they  knew  better,  that  the  way 
through  the  woods  was  the  shortest  to  Philadel- 
phia, and  that  they  knew  very  well  that  their 
companions  had  entered  the  wood  at  the  very 
place  where  they  did.  Curiosity  led  some  of  the 
horsemen  to  go  on ;  and  to  their  astonishment,  for 
there  was  apparently  no  track,  they  overtook  the 
other  Indians  in  the  thickest  part  of  the  wood. 
But  what  appeared  most  singular  was,  that  the 
route  which  they  took  was  found,  on  examining  a 
map,  to  be  as  direct  for  Philadelphia  as  if  they  had 
taken  the  bearings  by  a  mariner's  compass.  From 
others  of  their  nation,  who  had  been  at  Philadel- 
phia at  a  former  period,  they  had  probably  learned 
the  exact  direction  of  that  city  from  their  villages, 
and  had  never  lost  sight  of  it,  although  they  had 
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already  travelled  three  hundred  miles  through  the 
woodsj  and  had  upwards  of  four  hundred  miles  more 
to  go  before  they  could  reach  the  place  of  their 
destination. — Of  the  exactness  with  which  they 
can  find  out  a  strange  place  to  which  they  have 
been  once  directed  by  their  own  people,  a  striking 
example  is  furnished^,  I  think,  by  Mr.  Jefferson,  in 
his  account  of  the  Indian  graves  in  Virginia. 
These  graves  are  nothing  more  than  large  mounds 
of  earth  in  the  woods,  which,  on  being  opened,  are 
found  to  contain  skeletons  in  an  erect  posture :  the 
Indian  mode  of  sepulture  has  been  too  often  de- 
scribed to  remain  unknown  to  you.  But  to  come 
to  my  story.  A  party  of  Indians  that  were  pass- 
ing on  to  some  of  the  sea-ports  on  the  Atlantic, 
just  as  the  Creeks,  above  mentioned,  were  going 
to  Philadelphia,  were  observed,  all  on  a  sudden, 
to  quit  the  straight  road  by  which  they  were 
proceeding,  and  without  asking  any  questions,  to 
strike  through  the  woods,  in  a  direct  line,  to  one 
of  these  graves,  which  lay  at  the  distance  of  some 
miles  from  the  road.  Now  very  near  a  century 
must  have  passed  over  since  the  part  of  Virginia, 
in  which  this  grave  was  situated,  had  been  inha- 
bited by  Indians,  and  these  Indian  travellers,  who 
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were  to  visit  it  by  themselves^  had  unquestionably 
never  been  in  that  part  of  the  country  before: 
they  must  have  found  their  way  to  it  simply  from 
the  description  of  its  situation,  that  had  been 
handed  down  to  them  by  tradition. —  Weld's  Tra- 
vels in  North  America ,  vol.  ii. 
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Stanza  16.  1.  4. 

The  Mammoth  comes. 

That  I  am  justified  in  making  the  Indian  chief 
allude  to  the  mammoth  as  an  emblem  of  terror 
and  destruction,  will  be  seen  by  the  authority 
quoted  below.  Speaking  of  the  mammoth,  or  big 
buffalo,  Mr.  Jefferson  states,  that  a  tradition  is 
preserved  among  the  Indians  of  that  animal  still 
existing  in  the  northern  parts  of  America. 

'^  A  delegation  of  warriors  from  the  Delaware 
tribe  having  visited  the  governor  of  Virginia  du- 
ring the  revolution,  on  matters  of  business,  the  go- 
vernor asked  them  some  questions  relative  to  their 
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country^  and^  among  others^  what  they  knew  or 
had  heard  of  the  animal  whose  bones  were  found 
at  the  Salt-licks^  on  the  Ohio.  Their  chief  speaker 
immediately  put  himself  into  an  attitude  of  ora- 
tory^ and  with  a  pomp  suited  to  what  he  conceived 
the  elevation  of  his  subject^  informed  him,  that  it 
was  a  tradition  handed  down  from  their  fathers, 
that  in  ancient  times  a  herd  of  these  tremendous 
animals  came  to  the  Bick-bone-licks,  and  began 
an  universal  destruction  of  the  bear,  deer,  elk, 
buffalo,  and  other  animals  which  had  been  created 
for  the  use  of  the  Indians.  That  the  Great  Man 
above  looking  down  and  seeing  this,  was  so  en- 
raged, that  he  seized  his  lightning,  descended  on 
the  earth,  seated  himself  on  a  neighbouring  moun- 
tain on  a  rock,  of  which  his  seat  and  the  prints  of 
his  feet  are  still  to  be  seen,  and  hurled  his  bolts 
among  them,  till  the  whole  were  slaughtered,  ex- 
cept the  big  bull,  who,  presenting  his  forehead  to 
the  shafts,  shook  them  off  as  they  fell,  but  missing 
one,  at  length  it  wounded  him  in  the  side,  whereon, 
springing  round,  he  bounded  over  the  Ohio,  over 
the  Wabash,  the  Illinois,  and  finally  over  the  great 
lakes,  where  he  is  living  at  this  day." — Jefferson's 
Notes  on  Virginia. 
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Stanza  17.  1.  1. 
Scorning  to  wield  the  hatchet  for  his  bribe, 
'Gainst  Brandt  himself  I  went  to  battle  forth. 

I  took  the  character  of  Brandt  in  the  poem  of 
Gertrude  from  the  common  Histories  of  England^ 
all  of  which  represented  him  as  a  bloody  and  bad 
man,  (even  among  savages)  and  chief  agent  in  the 
horrible  desolation  of  Wyoming.  Some  years  after 
this  poem  appeared,  the  son  of  Brandt,  a  most 
interesting  and  intelligent  youth,  came  over  to 
England,  and  I  formed  an  acquaintance  with  him, 
on  which  I  still  look  back  with  pleasure.  He 
appealed  to  my  sense  of  honour  and  justice,  on  his 
own  part  and  on  that  of  his  sister,  to  retract  the 
unfair  aspersions  which,  unconscious  of  its  unfair- 
ness, I  had  cast  on  his  father's  memory. 

He  then  referred  me  to  documents  which  com- 
pletely satisfied  me  that  the  common  accounts  of 
Brandt's  cruelties  at  Wyoming,  which  I  had  found 
in  books  of  Travels  and  in  Adolphus's  and  similar 
Histories  of  England,  were  gross  errors,  and  that, 
in  point  of  fact,  Brandt  was  not  even  present  at 
that  scene  of  desolation. 

It  is,  unhappily,  to  Britons  and  Anglo-Americans 
that  we  must  refer  the  chief  blame  in  this  horrible 
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business.  I  published  a  letter  expressing  this  be- 
lief in  the  Neiv  Monthly  Magazine,  in  the  year 
1822,  to  which  I  must  refer  the  reader — if  he 
has  any  curiosity  on  the  subject — for  an  antidote 
to  my  fanciful  description  of  Brandt.  Among 
other  expressions  to  young  Brandt,  I  made  use  of 
the  following  words:  —  ^^  Had  I  learnt  all  this  of 
your  father  when  I  was  writing  my  poem,  he 
should  not  have  figured  in  it  as  the  hero  of  mis- 
chief." It  was  but  bare  justice  to  say  thus  much 
of  a  Mohawk  Indian,  who  spoke  English  eloquent- 
ly, and  was  thought  capable  of  having  written  a 
history  of  the  Six  Nations.  I  ascertained  also  that 
he  often  strove  to  mitigate  the  cruelty  of  Indian 
warfare.  The  name  of  Brandt,  therefore,  remains 
in  my  poem  a  pure  and  declared  character  of 
fiction. 

Stanza  17- 1.  8.  and  9. 

To  whom  nor  relative  nor  blood  remains, 

No,  not  a  kindred  drop  that  runs  in  human  veins. 

Every  one  who  recollects  the  specimen  of  Indian 

eloquence  given  in  the  speech  of  Logan,  a  Mingo 

chief,  to  the  Governor  of  Virginia,  will  perceive 

that  I  have  attempted  to  paraphrase  its  concluding 


NOTES    ON    PART    III.  93 

and  most  striking  expression  :  —  '^'^  There  runs  not  a 
drop  of  my  blood  in  the  veins  of  any  living  crea- 
ture." The  similar  salutation  of  the  fictitious 
personage  in  my  story^  and  the  real  Indian  orator, 
makes  it  surely  allowable  to  borrow  such  an  ex- 
pression ;  and  if  it  appears^  as  it  cannot  but 
appear,  to  less  advantage  than  in  the  original,  I 
beg  the  reader  to  reflect  how  difficult  it  is  to  trans- 
pose such  exquisitely  simple  words  without  sacri- 
ficing a  portion  of  their  effect. 

In  the  spring  of  1774^  a  robbery  and  murder 
were  committed  on  an  inhabitant  of  the  frontiers 
of  Virginia,  by  two  Indians  of  the  Shawanee  tribe. 
The  neighbouring  whites,  according  to  their  cus- 
tom, undertook  to  punish  this  outrage  in  a  sum- 
mary manner.  Colonel  Cresap,  a  man  infamous 
for  the  many  murders  he  had  committed  on  those 
much  injured  people,  collected  a  party  and  pro- 
ceeded down  the  Kanaway  in  quest  of  vengeance  ; 
unfortunately,  a  canoe  with  women  and  children, 
with  one  man  only,  was  seen  coming  from  the 
opposite  shore  unarmed,  and  unsuspecting  an 
attack  from  the  whites.  Cresap  and  his  party 
concealed  themselves  on  the  bank  of  the  river,  and 
the  moment  the  canoe  reached  the  shore,  singled 
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out  their  objects^  and  at  one  fire  killed  every  per- 
son in  it.  This  happened  to  be  the  family  of 
Logan^  who  had  long  been  distinguished  as  a 
friend  to  the  whites.  This  unworthy  return  pro- 
voked his  vengeance  ;  he  accordingly  signalized 
himself  in  the  war  which  ensued.  In  the  autumn 
of  the  same  year  a  decisive  battle  was  fought  at 
the  mouth  of  the  great  Kanaway,  in  which  the 
collected  forces  of  the  Shawaness^  Mingoes^  and 
Delawares^  were  defeated  by  a  detachment  of  the 
Virginian  militia.  The  Indians  sued  for  peace. 
Logan^  however,  disdained  to  be  seen  among  the 
suppliants  ;  but  lest  the  sincerity  of  a  treaty  should 
be  disturbed^  from  which  so  distinguished  a  chief 
abstracted  himself,  he  sent,  by  a  messenger,  the 
following  speech  to  be  delivered  to  Lord  Dun- 
more  :  — 

"  I  appeal  to  any  white  man  if  ever  he  entered 
Logan's  cabin  hungry,  and  he  gave  him  not  to 
eat ;  if  ever  he  came  cold  and  hungry,  and  he 
clothed  him  not.  During  the  course  of  the  last 
long  and  bloody  war  Logan  remained  idle  in 
his  cabin,  an  advocate  for  peace.  Such  was  my 
love  for  the  whites,  that  my  countrymen  pointed 
as  they  passed,  and  said,  Logan  is  the  friend  of 
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white  men.  I  have  even  thought  to  have  lived 
with  you  but  for  the  injuries  of  one  man.  Colonel 
Cresap;,  the  last  springs  in  cold  blood,  murdered 
all  the  relations  of  Logan,  even  my  women  and 
children. 

"There  runs  not  a  drop  of  my  blood  in  the 
veins  of  any  living  creature: — this  called  on  me 
for  revenge.  1  have  fought  for  it.  I  have  killed 
many.  I  have  fully  glutted  my  vengeance.' — 
For  my  country  I  rejoice  at  the  beams  of  peace  ;  — 
but  do  not  harbour  a  thought  that  mine  is  the  joy 
of  fear.  Logan  never  felt  fear.  He  will  not 
turn  on  his  heel  to  save  his  life. — Who  is  there  to 
mourn  for  Logan  ,^  not  one!'*  —  Jefferson  s  Notes 
on  Virginia. 
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Again  to  the  battle^  Achaians  ! 

Our  hearts  bid  the  tyrants  defiance ; 

Our  land,  the  first  garden  of  Liberty's  tree  — 

It  has  been^  and  shall  yet  be  the  land  of  the  free  : 

For  the  cross  of  our  faith  is  replanted. 

The  pale  dying  crescent  is  daunted. 

And  we  march  that  the  foot-prints  of  Mahomet's 

slaves 
May  be  wash'd  out  in  blood  from  our  forefathers' 

graves. 
Their  spirits  are  hovering  o*er  us. 
And  the  sword  shall  to  glory  restore  us. 
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Ah  !  what  though  no  succour  advances^ 

Nor  Christendom's  chivalrous  lances 

Are  stretch'd  in  our  aid  —  be  the  combat  our  own! 

And  we'll  perish  or  conquer  more  proudly  alone  * 

For  we've  sworn  by  our  Country's  assaulters. 

By  the  virgins  they've  dragg'd  from  our  altars. 

By  our  massacred  patriots,  our  children  in  chains. 

By  our  heroes  of  old  and  their  blood  in  our  veins. 

That  living,  we  shall  be  victorious. 

Or  that  dying,  our  deaths  shall  be  glorious. 

A  breath  of  submission  we  breathe  not  ; 

The  sword  that  we've  drawn  we  will  sheathe  not ! 

Its  scabbard  is  left  where  our  martyrs  are  laid. 

And  the  vengeance  of  ages  has  whetted  its  blade. 

Earth  may  hide — waves  engulph — fire  consume  us. 

But  they  shall  not  to  slavery  doom  us  ; 

If  they  rule,  it  shall  be  o'er  our  ashes  and  graves ; 

But  we've  smote  them  already  with  fire  on  the 

waves, 
And  new  triumphs  on  land  are  before  us. 
To  the  charge! — Heaven's  banner  is  o'er  us. 


SONG    OF    THE    GREEKS.  99 

This  day  shall  ye  blush  for  its  story. 

Or  brighten  your  lives  with  its  glory. 

Our  women,  oh,  say,  shall  they  shriek  in  despair. 

Or  embrace  us  from  conquest  with  wreaths  in 
their  hair  ? 

Accursed  may  his  memory  blacken. 

If  a  coward  there  be  that  would  slacken 

Till  we've  trampled  the  turban  and  shown  our- 
selves w^orth 

Being  sprung  from  and  named  for  the  godlike  of 
earth. 

Strike  home,  and  the  world  shall  revere  us 

As  heroes  descended  from  heroes. 

Old  Greece  lightens  up  with  emotion 

Her  inlands,  her  isles  of  the  Ocean ; 

Fanes  rebuilt  and  fair  towns  shall  with  jubilee  ring. 

And  the  Nine  shall  new-hallow  their    Helicon's 

spring  : 
Our  hearths  shall  be  kindled  in  gladness. 
That  were  cold  and  extinguished  in  sadness  ; 
H  2 
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Whilst  our  maidens  shall  dance  with  their  white- 
waving  arms^ 
Singing  joy  to  the  brave  that  delivered  their  charms. 
When  the  blood  of  yon  Mussulman  cravens 
Shall  have  purpled  the  beaks  of  our  ravens. 
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When  first  the  fiery-mantled  sun 
His  heavenly  race  began  to  run ; 
Round  the  earth  and  ocean  blue. 
His  children  four  the  Seasons  flew. 
First,  in  green  apparel  dancing. 

The  young  Spring  smiled  with  angel  grace ; 
Rosy  Summer  next  advancing, 

Rush'd  into  her  sire's  embrace  :— 
Her  bright-hair' d  sire,  who  bade  her  keep 

For  ever  nearest  to  his  smiles. 
On  Calpe's  olive-shaded  steep. 

On  India's  citron-cover'd  isles ; 
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yiate  remote  and  buxom-brown^ 

The  Queen  of  mintage  boVd  before  his  throne  ; 
A  ridi  pmnegranate  genun'd  her  crown^ 

A  ripe  sheaf  bound  her  zone. 

But  howling  Winter  fled  afar^ 
To  hiUs  that  prop  the  polar  star. 
And  loves  cm  deer-borne  ear  to  ride. 
With  barrm  Darkness  by  his  side. 
Round  the  shcxe  where  loud  Lofiaden 

Whirls  to  death  the  roaring  whale^ 
Round  the  hall  where  Runic  Odin 

Howls  his  wsrstrng  to  the  gale  ; 
Save  when  adown  the  rxwagjed  globe 
He  traY^  on  his  natiTe  storm. 
Deflowering  Nature's  grassy  rob^ 

And  tramplii^  cm  her  £ided  form : — 
Tin  light's  retumii^  lord  assume 

The  shaft  that  drives  lum  to  his  polar  field. 
Of  power  to  pierce  his  raven  plume 

And  cry  stal-cover'd  shield. 
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Oh,  sire  of  storms !  whose  savage  ear 
The  Lapland  drum  delights  to  hear, 
^VTien  Frenzy  with  her  blood-shot  eye 
Implores  thy  dreadful  deity. 
Archangel !  power  of  desolation ! 

Fast  descending  as  thou  art. 
Say,  hath  mortal  invocation 

Spells  to  touch  thy  stony  heart? 
Then,  sullen  Winter,  hear  my  prayer. 
And  gently  rule  the  ruin'd  year  ; 
Nor  chill  the  wanderer's  bosom  bare. 
Nor  freeze  the  wretch's  falling  tear ;  — 
To  shuddering  Want's  unmantled  bed 
Thy  horror-breathing  agues  cease  to  lead. 
And  gently  on  the  orphan  head 
Of  innocence  descend. — 

But  chiefly  spare,  O  king  of  clouds  ! 
The  sailor  on  his  airy  shrouds  ; 
When  wrecks  and  beacons  strew  the  steep. 
And  spectres  walk  along  the  deep. 
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Milder  yet  thy  snowy  breezes 

Pour  on  yonder  tented  shores. 
Where  the  Rhine's  broad  billow  freezes. 

Or  the  dark-brown  Danube  roars. 
Oh,  winds  of  Winter  !  list  ye  there 

To  many  a  deep  and  dying  groan ; 
Or  start,  ye  demons  of  the  midnight  air. 

At  shrieks  and  thunders  louder  than  your  own. 
Alas  !  ev*n  your  unhallow'd  breath 

May  spare  the  victim  fallen  low  ; 
But  man  will  ask  no  truce  to  death, — 

No  bounds  to  human  woe.  * 

This  ode  was  written  in  Germany,  at  the  close  of  1800, 
before  the  conclusion  of  hostilities. 


LINES 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  *  *  *  *^  AT  DRURY-LANE  THEATRE, 

ON    THE    FIRST    OPENING   OF    THE    HOUSE 
AFTER    THE  DEATH    OF  THE    PRINCESS  CHARLOTTE, 

1817. 


Britons  !  although  our  task  is  but  to  show 
The  scenes  and  passions  of  fictitious  woe. 
Think  not  we  come  this  night  without  a  part 
In  that  deep  sorrow  of  the  public  heart. 
Which  like  a  shade  hath  darkened  every  place. 
And  moistened  with  a  tear  the  manliest  face ! 
The  bell  is  scarcely  hush'd  in  Windsor's  piles. 
That  toird  a  requiem  from  the  solemn  ailes. 
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For  her,  the  royal  flower,  low  laid  in  dust. 
That  was  your  fairest  hope,  your  fondest  trust. 
Unconscious  of  the  doom,  we  dreamt,  alas  ! 
That  ev*n  these  walls,  ere  many  months  should 

pass, 
Which  but  return  sad  accents  for  her  now. 
Perhaps  had  witnessed  her  benignant  brow, 
Cheer'd  by  the  voice  you  would  have  raised  on 

high. 
In  bursts  of  British  love  and  loyalty. 
But,  Britain !  now  thy  chief,  thy  people  mourn. 
And  Claremont*s  home  of  love  is  left  forlorn  ;  — 
There,  where  the  happiest  of  the  happy  dwelt. 
The  'scutcheon  glooms,  and  royalty  hath  felt 
A  wound  that  every  bosom  feels  its  own, — 
The  blessing  of  a  father's  heart  overthrown— 
The  most  beloved  and  most  devoted  bride 
Torn  from  an  agonized  husband's  side. 
Who  ^'  long  as  Memory  holds  her  seat"  shall  view 
That  speechless,  more  than  spoken  last  adieu. 
When  the  fix'd  eye  long  look'd  connubial  faith. 
And  beamed  affection  in  the  trance  of  death. 
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Sad  was  the  pomp  that  yesternight  beheld. 

As  with  the  mourner's  heart  the  anthem  swell'd ; 

While  torch  succeeding  torch  illumed  each  high 

And  bannered  arch  of  England's  chivalry. 

The  rich  plumed  canopy,  the  gorgeous  pall. 

The  sacred  march,  and  sable- vested  wall, — 

These  were  not  rites  of  inexpressive  show. 

But  hallow'd  as  the  types  of  real  woe  ! 

Daughter  of  England  !  for  a  nation's  sighs, 

A  nation's  heart  went  with  thine  obsequies  ! — 

And  oft  shall  time  revert  a  look  of  grief 

On  thine  existence,  beautiful  and  brief. 

Fair  spirit  !  send  thy  blessing  from  above 

On  realms  where  thou  art  canonized  by  love  ! 

Give  to  a  father's,  husband's  bleeding  mind. 

The  peace  that  angels  lend  to  human  kind ; 

To  us  who  in  thy  loved  remembrance  feel 

A  sorrowing,  but  a  soul- ennobling  zeal  — 

A  loyalty  that  touches  all  the  best 

And  loftiest  principles  of  England's  breast ! 

Still  may  thy  name  speak  concord  from  the  tomb — 

Still  in  the  Muse's  breath  thy  memory  bloom ! 
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They  shall  describe  thy  life — thy  form  pourtray ; 
But  all  the  love  that  mourns  thee  swept  away, 
'Tis  not  in  language  or  expressive  arts 
To  paint — yet  feel  it,  Britons,  in  your  hearts  ! 


LINES 
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GRAVE  OF  A  SUICIDE. 


By  strangers  left  upon  a  lonely  shore. 

Unknown,  unhonour'd,  was  the  friendless  dead; 

For  child  to  weep,  or  widow  to  deplore. 
There  never  came  to  his  unburied  head : — 
All  from  his  dreary  habitation  fled. 

Nor  will  the  lantern'd  fisherman  at  eve 

Launch  on  that  water  by  the  witches*  tower. 

Where  hellebore  and  hemlock  seem  to  weave 
Round  its  dark  vaults  a  melancholy  bower. 
For  spirits  of  the  dead  at  night's  enchanted  hour. 
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They  dread  to  meet  thee^  poor  unfortunate  ! 

Whose  crime  it  was^  on  life's  unfinished  road 
To  feel  the  stepdame  bufFetings  of  fate. 

And  render  back  thy  being's  heavy  load. 

Ah  !  once,  perhaps,  the  social  passions  glow'd 
In  thy  devoted  bosom — and  the  hand 

That  smote  its  kindred  heart,  might  yet  be  prone 
To  deeds  of  mercy.     Who  may  understand 

Thy  many  woes,  poor  suicide,  unknown?  — 

He  who  thy  being  gave  shall  judge  of  thee  alone. 
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Star  of  the  morn  and  eve, 

Reullura  shone  like  thee. 
And  well  for  her  might  Aodh  grieve. 

The  dark-attired  Ciildee.'* 
Peace  to  their  shades  !  the  pure  Culdees 

Were  Albyn*s  earliest  priests  of  God, 

*  Reullura,  in  Gaelic,  signifies  "  beautiful  star/' 
^  The  Culdees  were  the  primitive  clergy  of  Scotland,  and 
apparently  her  only  clergy  from  the  sixth  to  the  eleventh  cen- 
tury. They  were  of  Irish  origin,  and  their  monastery  on  the 
island  of  lona,  or  Icolmkill,  was  the  seminary  of  Christianity 
in  North  Britain.  Presbyterian  writers  have  wished  to  prove 
them  to  have  been  a  sort  of  Presbyters,  strangers  to  the  Ro- 
man Church  and  Episcopacy.  It  seems  to  be  established  that 
they  were  not  enemies  to  Episcopacy; — but  that  they  were 
not  slavishly  subjected  to  Rome  like  the  clergy  of  later  periods, 
appears  by  their  resisting  the  Papal  ordonnances  respecting 
the  celibacy  of  religious  men,  on  which  account  they  were 
ultimately  displaced  by  the  Scottish  sovereigns  to  make  way 
for  more  Popish  canons. 


112  REULLURA. 

Ere  yet  an  island  of  her  seas 

By  foot  of  Saxon  monk  was  trode^ 

Long  ere  her  churchmen  by  bigotry 

Were  barr'd  from  holy  wedlock^s  tie. 

*Twas  then  that  Aodh^  famed  afar^ 

In  lona  preached  the  word  with  power^ 

And  Reullura,  beauty's  star^ 
Was  the  partner  of  his  bower. 

But,  Aodh,  the  roof  lies  low. 

And  the  thistle-down  waves  bleaching. 
And  the  bat  flits  to  and  fro 

Where  the  Gael  once  heard  thy  preaching  ; 
And  fall'n  is  each  column'd  aile 

Where  the  chiefs  and  the  people  knelt. 
'Twas  near  that  temple's  goodly  pile 

That  honoured  of  men  they  dwelt. 
For  Aodh  was  wise  in  the  sacred  law. 
And  bright  Reullura's  eyes  oft  saw 

The  veil  of  fate  uplifted. 
Alas,  with  what  visions  of  awe 

Her  soul  in  that  hour  was  gifted — 
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When  pale  in  the  temple  and  faint. 

With  Aodh  she  stood  alone 
By  the  statue  of  an  aged  Saint ! 

Fair  sculptured  was  the  stone^, 
It  bore  a  crucifix  ; 

Fame  said  it  once  had  graced 
A  Christian  temple,  which  the  Picts 

In  the  Britons'  land  laid  waste  : 
The  Pictish  men,  by  St.  Columb  taught. 
Had  hither  the  holy  relic  brought. 
Reullura  eyed  the  statue's  face. 

And  cried,  '^  It  is,  he  shall  come, 
'^  Even  he  in  this  very  place, 

"  To  avenge  my  martyrdom. 

*^  For,  woe  to  the  Gael  people ! 

'^  Ulvfagre  is  on  the  main, 
'^  And  lona  shall  look  from  tower  and  steeple 

^^  On  the  coming  ships  of  the  Dane ; 
'^  And,  dames  and  daughters,  shall  all  your  locks 

*'  With  the  spoiler's  grasp  entwine  ? 
^^  No !  some  shall  have  shelter  in  caves  and  rocks, 
'^  And  the  deep  sea  shall  be  mine. 
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^^  Baffled  by  me  shall  the  Dane  return, 

''  And  here  shall  his  torch  in  the  temple  burn, 

^^  Until  that  holy  man  shall  plough 

^^  The  waves  from  Innisfail. 
^'  His  sail  is  on  the  deep  e*en  now, 

^^  And  swells  to  the  southern  gale." 

^^  Ah !  knowest  thou  not,  my  bride," 

The  holy  Aodh  said, 
^'  That  the  Saint  whose  form  we  stand  beside 

'^  Has  for  ages  slept  with  the  dead  ?" 
"  He  liveth,  he  liveth,"  she  said  again, 

*^  For  the  span  of  his  life  tenfold  extends 
^^  Beyond  the  wonted  years  of  men. 

'^  He  sits  by  the  graves  of  well -loved  friends 
^^  That  died  ere  thy  grandsire's  grandsire's  birth  ; 
^^  The  oak  is  decayed  with  old  age  on  earth, 
^^  Whose  acorn-seed  had  been  planted  by  him  ; 

''  And  his  parents  remember  the  day  of  dread 
''  When  the  sun  on  the  cross  look'd  dim, 

^^  And  the  graves  gave  up  their  dead. 
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Yet  preaching  from  clime  to  clime, 

''  He  hath  roam*d  the  earth  for  ages^ 
^^  And  hither  he  shall  come  in  time 

'^  When  the  wrath  of  the  heathen  rages, 
'  In  time  a  remnant  from  the  sword — 

'^  Ah  !  but  a  remnant  to  deliver  ; 
'^  Yet,  blest  be  the  name  of  the  Lord  ! 

^^  His  martyrs  shall  go  into  bliss  for  ever. 
'^  Lochlin,*  appall'd,  shall  put  up  her  streel, 
^^  And  thou  shalt  embark  on  the  bounding  keel  ; 
'^  Safe  shalt  thou  pass  through  her  hundred  ships, 

'^  With  the  Saint  and  a  remnant  of  the  Gael, 
^^  And  the  Lord  will  instruct  thy  lips 

"  To  preach  in  Innisfail/'  t 

The  sun,  now  about  to  set. 

Was  burning  o'er  Tiriee, 
And  no  gathering  cry  rose  yet 

0*er  the  isles  of  Albyn's  sea. 
Whilst  Reullura  saw  far  rowers  dip 

Their  oars  beneath  the  sun. 
And  the  phantom  of  many  a  Danish  ship. 

Where  ship  there  yet  was  none. 

•  Denmark.  -|-  Ireland. 
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And  the  shield  of  alarm  *  was  dumb^ 
Nor  did  their  warning  till  midnight  come^ 
When  watch-fires  burst  from  across  the  main 

From  Rona  and  Uist  and  Skey, 
To  tell  that  the  ships  of  the  Dane 

And  the  red-hair'd  slayers  were  nigh. 

Our  islesmen  arose  from  slumbers^ 

And  buckled  on  their  arms  ; 
But  few^  alas  !  were  their  numbers 

To  Lochlin's  mailed  swarms. 
And  the  blade  of  the  bloody  Norse 

Has  fiird  the  shores  of  the  Gael 
With  many  a  floating  corse^ 

And  with  many  a  woman's  wail. 
They  have  lighted  the  islands  with  ruin's  torch^ 
And  the  holy  men  of  lona's  church 
In  the  temple  of  God  lay  slain ; 

All  but  Aodh,  the  last  Culdee, 
But  bound  with  many  an  iron  chain^ 

Bound  in  that  church  was  he. 

*  Striking  the  shield  was  an  ancient  mode  of  convocation 
to  war  among  the  Gael. 
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And  where  is  Aodh's  bride  ? 

Rocks  of  the  ocean  flood  ! 
Plunged  she  not  from  your  heights  in  pride. 

And  mock'd  the  men  of  blood  ? 
Then  Ulvfagre  and  his  bands 

In  the  temple  lighted  their  banquet  up. 
And  the  print  of  their  blood-red  hands 

Was  left  on  the  altar  cup. 
'Twas  then  that  the  Norseman  to  Aodh  said, 
''  Tell  where  thy  church's  treasure's  laid, 
^'  Or  1 11  hew  thee  limb  from  limb." 

As  he  spoke  the  bell  struck  three. 
And  every  torch  grew  dim 

That  lighted  their  revelry. 

But  the  torches  again  burnt  bright. 

And  brighter  than  before. 
When  an  aged  man  of  majestic  height 

Enter'd  the  temple  door. 
Hush'd  was  the  revellers'  sound. 

They  were  struck  as  mute  as  the  dead, 
And  their  hearts  were  appall'd  by  the  very  sound 

Of  his  footstep's  measured  tread. 
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Nor  word  was  spoken  by  one  beholder. 

While  he  flung  his  white  robe  back  on  his  shoulder. 

And  stretching  his  arms — as  eath 

Unriveted  Aodh's  bands. 
As  if  the  gyves  had  been  a  wreath 

Of  willows  in  his  hands. 

All  saw  the  stranger's  similitude 

To  the  ancient  statue's  form ; 
The  Saint  before  his  own  image  stood. 

And  grasp'd  Ulvfagre's  arm. 
Then  uprose  the  Danes  at  last  to  deliver 

Their  chief,  and  shouting  with  one  accord. 
They  drew  the  shaft  from  its  rattling  quiver. 

They  lifted  the  spear  and  sword. 
And  leveird  their  spears  in  rows. 
But  down  went  axes  and  spears  and  bows. 
When  the  Saint  with  his  crosier  sign'd. 

The  archer's  hand  on  the  string  was  stopt. 
And  down,  like  reeds  laid  flat  by  the  wind. 

Their  lifted  weapons  dropt. 
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The  Saint  then  gave  a  signal  mute. 

And  though  Ulvfagre  will'd  it  not. 
He  came  and  stood  at  the  statue's  foot, 

Spell-riveted  to  the  spot. 
Till  hands  invisible  shook  the  wall. 

And  the  tottering  image  was  dash*d 
Down  from  its  lofty  pedestal. 

On  Ulvfagre' s  helm  it  crash'd— - 
Helmet,  and  skull,  and  flesh,  and  brain. 
It  crush'd  as  millstone  crushes  the  grain. 
Then  spoke  the  Saint,  whilst  all  and  each 

Of  the  Heathen  trembled  round. 
And  the  pauses  amidst  his  speech 

Were  as  awful  as  the  sound :     > 

'^  Go  back,  ye  wolves,  to  your  dens,"  (he  cried,) 

''  And  tell  the  nations  abroad, 
"  How  the  fiercest  of  your  herd  has  died 

''  That  slaughtered  the  flock  of  God. 
"  Gather  him  bone  by  bone, 

"  And  take  with  you  o'er  the  flood 
''  The  fragments  of  that  avenging  stone 

^^  That  drank  his  heathen  blood. 
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"  These  are  the  spoils  from  lona's  sack, 

'^  The  only  spoils  ye  shall  carry  back  ; 

"  For  the  hand  that  uplifteth  spear  or  sword 

^^  Shall  be  withered  by  palsy's  shock, 
'^  And  I  come  in  the  name  of  the  Lord 

^^  To  deliver  a  remnant  of  his  flock/' 

A  remnant  was  calFd  together, 

A  doleful  remnant  of  the  Gael, 
And  the  Saint  in  the  ship  that  had  brought  him 
hither 

Took  the  mourners  to  Innisfail. 
Unscathed  they  left  Zona's  strand. 

When  the  opal  morn  first  flush'd  the  sky. 
For  the  Norse  dropt  spear,  and  bow,  and  brand,  - 

And  look'd  on  them  silently  ; 
Safe  from  their  hiding-places  came 
Orphans  and  mothers,  child  and  dame  : 
But,  alas !   when  the  search  for  ReuUura  spread. 

No  answering  voice  was  given. 
For  the  sea  had  gone  o'er  her  lovely  head. 

And  her  spirit  was  in  Heaven. 


THE  TURKISH  LADY. 


'TwAS  the  hour  when  rites  unholy 
Caird  each  Paynim  voice  to  prayer^, 

And  the  star  that  faded  slowly 
Left  to  dews  the  freshened  air. 

Day  her  sultry  fires  had  wasted^ 

Calm  and  sweet  the  moonlight  rose ; 

Ev'n  a  captive  spirit  tasted 
Half  oblivion  of  his  woes. 

Then  'twas  from  an  Emir's  palace 
Came  an  Eastern  lady  bright : 

She,  in  spite  of  tyrants  jealous. 
Saw  and  loved  an  English  knight. 
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^^  Tell  me,  captive,  why  in  anguish 

^^  Foes  have  dragg'd  thee  here  to  dwell, 

"  Where  poor  Christians  as  they  languish 
''  Hear  no  sound  of  Sabbath  bell  ?''  — 


''  'Twas  on  Transylvania's  Bannat, 
'^  When  the  Crescent  shone  afar, 

^^  Like  a  pale  disastrous  planet 
''  O'er  the  purple  tide  of  war — 

*^  In  that  day  of  desolation, 
^^  Lady,  I  was  captive  made ; 

^^  Bleeding  for  my  Christian  nation 
''  By  the  walls  of  high  Belgrade." 

''  Captive  !  could  the  brightest  jewel 
/^  From  my  turban  set  thee  free.^"- 

^^  Lady,  no  ! — the  gift  were  cruel, 
^'  Ransom'd,  yet  if  reft  of  thee. 


THE    TURKISH    LADY.  123 

"  Say^  fair  princess  !  would  it  grieve  thee 
'^  Christian  climes  should  we  behold  ?" — 

"  Nay,  bold  knight !  I  would  not  leave  thee 
^^  Were  thy  ransom  paid  in  gold !" 

Now  in  Heaven's  blue  expansion 

Rose  the  midnight  star  to  view. 
When  to  quit  her  father's  mansion 

Thrice  she  wept,  and  bade  adieu ! 

"  Fly  we  then,  while  none  discover ! 

'^  Tyrant  barks,  in  vain  ye  ride  I" — 
Soon  at  Rhodes  the  British  lover 

Clasp*d  his  blooming  Eastern  bride. 


THE  WOUNDED  HUSSAR. 


Alone  to  the  banks  of  the  dark-rolling  Danube 

Fair  Adelaide  hied  when  the  battle  was  o'er  :  — 
'  Oh  whither/  she  cried^  ^  hast  thou  wander' d,  my 

lover  ? 
'  Or  here  dost  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  the  shore  ? 

^  What  voice  did  I  hear  ?  'twas  my  Henry  that 

sigh'd !' 

All  mournful  she  hasten'd^,  nor  wander'd  she  far^ 

When  bleedings  and  low,  on  the  heath  she  descried. 

By  the  light  of  the  moon,   her  poor  wounded 

Hussar ! 
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From  his  bosom  that  heaved,  the  last  torrent  was 
streaming. 
And   pale  was  his  visage,  deep  mark'd  with  a 
scar ! 
And  dim  was  that  eye,  once  expressively  beaming. 
That  melted  in  love,  and  that  kindled  in  war  ! 

How   smit   was   poor   Adelaide's    heart    at   the 
sight ! 
How  bitter  she  wept  o'er  the  victim  of  war ! 
'  Hast  thou  come,  my  fond  Love,  this  last  sorrow- 
ful night, 
'  To   cheer   the   lone   heart   of  your   wounded 
Hussar?' 

'  Thou  shalt  live,*  she  replied,  '  Heaven's  mercy 
relieving 
'  Each  anguishing  wound,  shall   forbid  me   to 
mourn  !'— 
'  Ah,  no  !  the  last  pang  of  my  bosom  is  heaving ! 
*  No  light  of  the  morn  shall  to  Henry  return  ! 
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^  Thou  charmer  of  life^  ever  tender  and  true  ! 

^  Ye  babes  of  my  love,  that  await  me  afar  !'  — 
His  faltering  tongue  scarce  could  murmur  adieu. 

When  he  sunk  in  her  arms — the  poor  wounded 
Hussar  ! 


LINKS 

INSCRIBED   ON   THE    MONUMENT  LATELY   FINISHED 
BY    MR.    CHANTREY, 

WHICH    HAS    BEEN    ERECTED    BY    THE    WIDOW    OF 

ADMIRAL    SIR    G.    CAMPBELL,   K.C.B.    TO 

THE    MEMORY   OF    HER    HUSBAND. 


To  him^  whose  loyal,  brave,  and  gentle  heart, 
Fulfiird  the  hero's  and  the  patriot's  part, — 
Whose  charity,  like  that  which  Paul  enjoin'd. 
Was  warm,  beneficent,  and  unconfined,— 
This  stone  is  rear'd :  to  public  duty  true. 
The  seaman's  friend,  the  father  of  his  crew — 
Mild  in  reproof,  sagacious  in  command. 
He  spread  fraternal  zeal  throughout  his  band. 
And  led  each  arm  to  act,  each  heart  to  feel. 
What  British  valour  owes  to  Britain's  weal. 
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These  were  his  public  virtues:— -but  to  trace 
His  private  life's  fair  purity  and  grace. 
To  paint  the  traits  that  drew  affection  strong 
From  friends;,  an  ample  and  an  ardent  throng. 
And,  more,  to  speak  his  memory's  grateful  claim 
On  her  who  mourns  him  most,  and  bears  his  name — 
Overcomes  the  trembling  hand  of  widow'd  grief. 
Overcomes  the  heart,  unconscious  of  relief. 
Save  in  religion's  high  and  holy  trust. 
Whilst  placing  their  memorial  o'er  his  dust. 


THE  BRAVE  ROLAND.* 


The  brave  Roland  ! — the  brave  Roland  ! — 
False  tidings  reach'd  the  Rhenish  strand 

That  he  had  falFn  in  fight  ; 
And  thy  faithful  bosom  swoon'd  with  pain, 
O  loveliest  maiden  of  Allemayne  ! 

For  the  loss  of  thine  own  true  knight. 

*  The  tradition  which  forms  the  suhstance  of  these  stanzas 
is  still  preserved  in  Germany.  An  ancient  tower  on  a  height, 
called  the  Rolandseck,  a  few  miles  above  Bonn  on  the  Rhine, 
is  shewn  as  the  habitation  which  Roland  built  in  sight  of  a 
nunnery,  into  which  his  mistress  had  retired,  on  having  heard 
an  unfounded  account  of  his  death.  Whatever  may  be  thought 
of  the  credibility  of  the  legend,  its  scenery  must  be  recollected 
with  pleasure  by  every  one  who  has  visited  the  romantic 
landscape  of  the  Drachenfells,  the  Rolandseck,  and  the  beau- 
tiful adjacent  islet  of  the  Rhine,  where  a  nunnery  still  stands. 
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But  why  so  rash  has  she  ta'en  the  veil. 
In  ypn  Nonnenwerder's  cloisters  pale  ? 

For  her  vow  had  scarce  been  sworn. 
And  the  fatal  mantle  o*er  her  flung. 
When  the  Drachenfells  to  a  trumpet  rung — 

'Twas  her  own  dear  warrior's  horn ! 

Woe  !  woe  !  each  heart  shall  bleed — shall  break  ! 
She  would  have  hung  upon  his  neck. 

Had  he  come  but  y ester-even  ; 
And  he  had  clasp'd  those  peerless  charms 
That  shall  never,  never  fill  his  arms. 

Or  meet  him  but  in  heaven. 

Yet  Roland  the  brave — Roland  the  true — 
He  could  not  bid  that  spot  adieu ; 

It  was  dear  still  'midst  his  woes ; 
For  he  loved  to  breathe  the  neighbouring  air. 
And  to  think  she  bless'd  him  in  her  prayer. 

When  the  Halleluiah  rose. 
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There 's  yet  one  window  of  that  pile^ 
Which  he  built  above  the  Nun's  green  isle ; 

Thence  sad  and  oft  look'd  he 
(When  the  chant  and  organ  sounded  slow) 
On  the  mansion  of  his  love  below^, 

For  herself  he  might  not  see. 

She  died  !  —  He  sought  the  battle-plain  ; 
Her  image  fill'd  his  dying  brain. 

When  he  fell  and  wished  to  fall  : 
And  her  name  was  in  his  latest  sigh. 
When  Roland,  the  flower  of  chivalry, 

Expired  at  Ron ce vail. 


K  2 


THE  SPECTRE  BOAT. 


A   BALLAD. 


Light  rued  false  Ferdinand  to  leave  a  lovely  maid 
forlorn. 

Who  broke  her  heart  and  died  to  hide  her  blushing 
cheek  from  scorn. 

One  night  he  dreamt  he  woo'd  her  in  their  wonted 
bower  of  love. 

Where  the  flowers  sprang  thick  around  them,  and 
the  birds  sang  sweet  above. 

But  the  scene  was  swiftly  changed  into  a  church- 
yard's dismal  view^ 

And  her  lips  grew  black  beneath  his  kiss,  from 
love's  delicious  hue. 
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What  more  he  dreamt,  he  told  to  none ;  but,  shud- 
dering, pale,  and  dumb, 

Look'd  out  upon  the  waves,  like  one  that  knew  his 
hour  was  come, 

'Twas  now  the  dead  watch  of  the  night — the  helm 

was  lash'd  a-lee. 
And  the  ship  rode  where  Mount  iEtna  lights  the 

deep  Levantine  sea; 
When  beneath  its  glare  a  boat  came,  row'd  by  a 

woman  in  her  shroud. 
Who,  with  eyes  that  made  our  blood  run  cold, 

stood  up  and  spoke  aloud ;  — 

'*  Come,  Traitor,  down,  for  whom  my  ghost  still 

wanders  unforgiven  ! 
Come  down,  false  Ferdinand,  for  whom  I  broke 

my  peace  with  heaven  !'* — 
It  was  vain  to  hold  the  victim,  for  he  plunged  to 

meet  her  call. 
Like  the  bird  that  shrieks  and  flutters  in  the  gazing 

serpent's  thrall. 
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You  may  guess  the  boldest  mariner  shrunk  daunted 

from  the  sight. 
For  the  Spectre  and  her  winding-sheet  shone  blue 

with  hideous  light ; 
Like  a  fiery  wheel  the  boat  spun  with  the  waving 

of  her  hand. 
And  round  they  went,  and  down  they  went,  as  the 

cock  crew  from  the  land. 


THE  LOVER  TO  HIS  MISTRESS 


ON    HER    BIRTH-DAY. 


If  any  white- wing'd  Power  above 

My  joys  and  griefs  survey. 
The  day  when  thou  wert  born,  my  love— 

He  surely  bless'd  that  day. 

I  laugh'd  (till  taught  by  thee)  when  told 

Of  Beauty's  magic  powers. 
That  ripen  d  life's  dull  ore  to  gold. 

And  changed  its  weeds  to  flowers. 
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My  mind  had  lovely  shapes  pourtray'd ; 

But  thought  I  earth  had  one 
Could  make  ev'n  Fancy's  visions  fade 

Like  stars  before  the  sun  ? 

I  gazed,  and  felt  upon  my  lips 
Th'  unfinished  accents  hang : 

One  moment's  bliss,  one  burning  kiss. 
To  rapture  changed  each  pang. 

And  though  as  swift  as  lightning's  flash 
Those  tranced  moments  flew. 

Not  all  the  waves  of  time  shall  wash 
Their  memory  from  my  view. 

But  duly  shall  my  raptured  song. 

And  gladly  shall  my  eyes 
Still  bless  this  day's  return,  as  long 

As  thou  shalt  see  it  rise. 


LINES 

ON  RECEIVING  A  SEAL  WITH  THE  CAMPBELL  CREST, 
FROM    K.  M ,    BEFORE    HER    MARRIAGE. 


This  wax  returns  not  back  more  fair 
Th'  impression  of  the  gift  you  send;, 

Than  stamped  upon  my  thoughts  I  bear 
The  image  of  your  worth,  my  friend  !- 

We  are  not  friends  of  yesterday ;  — 

But  poet's  fancies  are  a  little 
Disposed  to  heat  and  cool,  (they  say,)  — 

By  turns  impressible  and  brittle. 
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Well !  should  its  frailty  e'er  condemn 
My  heart  to  prize  or  please  you  less. 

Your  type  is  still  the  sealing  gem. 
And  mine  the  waxen  brittleness. 

What  transcripts  of  my  weal  and  woe 
This  little  signet  yet  may  lock, — 

What  utterances  to  friend  or  foe. 
In  reason's  calm  or  passion's  shock  ! 

What  scenes  of  life's  yet  curtain'd  page 
May  own  its  confidential  die. 

Whose  stamp  awaits  th'  unwritten  page. 
And  feelings  of  futurity  !  — 

Yet  wheresoe'er  my  pen  I  lift 

To  date  th'  epistolary  sheet. 
The  blest  occasion  of  the  gift 

Shall  make  its  recollection  sweet  ; 

Sent  when  the  star  that  rules  your  fates 
Hath  reach'd  its  influence  most  benign- 

When  every  heart  congratulates. 
And  none  more  cordially  than  mine. 
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So  speed  my  song — ^mark'd  with  the  crest 
That  erst  th'  adventurous  Norman*  wore^ 

Who  won  the  Lady  of  the  West^ 
The  daughter  of  Macaillain  Mor. 

Crest  of  my  sires  !  whose  blood  it  sealed 
With  glory  in  the  strife  of  swords. 

Ne'er  may  the  scroll  that  bears  it  yield 
Degenerate  thoughts  or  faithless  words ! 

Yet  little  might  I  prize  the  stone. 

If  it  but  typed  the  feudal  tree 
From  whence,  a  scattered  leaf,  I  'm  blown 

In  Fortune's  mutability. 

No !— but  it  tells  me  of  a  heart. 

Allied  by  friendship's  living  tie ; 
A  prize  beyond  the  herald's  art— < 

Our  soul-sprung  consanguinity ! 

*  A  Norman  leader,  in  the  service  of  the  king  of  Scotland, 
married  the  heiress  of  Lochow  in  the  twelfth  century,  and 
from  him  the  Campbells  are  sprung. 
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Katharine  !  to  many  an  hour  of  mine 
Light  wings  and  sunshine  you  have  lent ; 

And  so  adieu,  and  still  be  thine 
The  all-in-all  of  life— Content ! 


GILDEROY. 


The  last,  the  fatal  hour  is  come. 
That  bears  my  love  from  me : 

I  hear  the  dead  note  of  the  drum, 
I  mark  the  gallows*  tree  I 

The  bell  has  toll'd :  it  shakes  my  heart ; 

The  trumpet  speaks  thy  name  ; 
And  must  my  Gilder oy  depart 

To  bear  a  death  of  shame  ? 

No  bosom  trembles  for  thy  doom  ; 

No  mourner  wipes  a  tear  ; 
The  gallows'  foot  is  all  thy  tomb. 

The  sledge  is  all  thy  bier. 
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Oh,  Gilderoy  !  bethought  we  then 

So  soon,  so  sad  to  part. 
When  first  in  Roslin's  lovely  glen 

You  triumphed  o*er  my  heart  ? 

Your  locks  they  glitter'd  to  the  sheen. 
Your  hunter  garb  was  trim  ; 

And  graceful  was  the  ribbon  green 
That  bound  your  manly  limb  ! 

Ah  !  little  thought  I  to  deplore 
Those  limbs  in  fetters  bound ; 

Or  hear,  upon  the  scaffold  floor. 
The  midnight  hammer  sound. 

Ye  cruel,  cruel,  that  combined 

The  guiltless  to  pursue  ; 
My  Gilderoy  was  ever  kind. 

He  could  not  injure  you  I 

A  long  adieu  !  but  where  shall  fly 

Thy  widow  all  forlorn. 
When  every  mean  and  cruel  eye 

Regards  my  woe  with  scorn  ? 


GILDEROY.  143 

Yes  !  they  will  mock  thy  widow's  tears, 

And  hate  thine  orphan  boy  ; 
Alas  !  his  infant  beauty  wears 

The  form  of  Gilderoy. 

Then  will  I  seek  the  dreary  mound 
That  wraps  thy  mouldering  clay. 

And  weep  and  linger  on  the  ground. 
And  sigh  my  heart  away. 


ADELGITHA. 


The  ordears  fatal  trumpet  sounded. 
And  sad  pale  Adelgitha  came. 

When  forth  a  valiant  champion  bounded. 
And  slew  the  slanderer  of  her  fame. 

She  wept,  delivered  from  her  danger; 

But  when  he  knelt  to  claim  her  glove — 
'^  Seek  not,''  she  cried,  ^^  oh !  gallant  stranger. 

For  hapless  Adelgitha's  love. 

'^  For  he  is  in  a  foreign  far  land 

Whose  arm  should  now  have  set  me  free  ; 
And  I  must  wear  the  willow  garland 

For  him  that 's  dead,  or  false  to  me.'* 
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^'  Nay  !  say  not  that  his  faith  is  tainted !'' — 
He  raised  his  vizor — At  the  sight 

She  fell  into  his  arms  and  fainted ; 
It  was  indeed  her  own  true  knight ! 


ABSENCE. 


'Tis  not  the  loss  of  love's  assurance. 

It  is  not  doubting  what  thou  art. 
But  'tis  the  too,  too  long  endurance 

Of  absence,  that  afflicts  my  heart. 

The  fondest  thoughts  two  hearts  can  cherish. 
When  each  is  lonely  doom'd  to  weep. 

Are  fruits  on  desert  isles  that  perish. 
Or  riches  buried  in  the  deep. 

What  though,  untouched  by  jealous  madness. 
Our  bosom's  peace  may  fall  to  wreck  ; 

Th'  undoubting  heart,  that  breaks  with  sadness. 
Is  but  more  slowly  doom'd  to  break. 
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Absence !  is  not  the  soul  torn  by  it 

From  more  than  light,  or  life,  or  breath  ? 

'Tis  LethVs  gloom,  but  not  its  quiet, — 
The  pain  without  the  peace  of  death  ! 
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THE  RITTER  BANN. 


The  Ritter  Bann  from  Hungary 
Came  back^  renown'd  in  arms. 

But  scorning  jousts  of  chivalry 
And  love  and  ladies'  charms. 

While  other  knights  held  revels,  he 
Was  wrapt  in  thoughts  of  gloom. 

And  in  Vienna's  hostelrie 
Slow  paced  his  lonely  room. 

There  enter'd  one  whose  face  he  knew,- 
Whose  voice,  he  was    aware. 

He  oft  at  mass  had  listened  to, 
In  the  holy  house  of  prayer. 
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*Twas  the  Abbot  of  St.  James's  monks^ 

A  fresh  and  fair  old  man : 
His  reverend  air  arrested  even 

The  gloomy  Ritter  Bann. 

But  seeing  with  him  an  ancient  dame 

Come  clad  in  Scotch  attire^ 
The  Ritter's  colour  went  and  came. 

And  loud  he  spoke  in  ire. 

^^  Ha  I  nurse  of  her  that  was  my  bane. 

Name  not  her  name  to  me ; 
I  wish  it  blotted  from  my  brain : 

Art  poor? — take  alms,  and  flee." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  the  abbot  interposed, 

^^  This  case  your  ear  demands  ;* 
And  the  crone  cried,  with  a  cross  enclosed 

In  both  her  trembling  hands :-— . 

^'  Remember,  each  his  sentence  waits ; 

And  he  that  shall  rebut 
Sweet  Mercy's  suit,  on  him  the  gates 

Of  Mercy  shall  be  shut. 
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^^  You  wedded  undispensed  by  Church 
Your  cousin  Jane  in  Spring ;  — 

In  Autumn,  when  you  went  to  search 
For  churchmen's  pardoning, 

"  Her  house  denounced  your  marriage-band. 

Betrothed  her  to  De  Grey, 
And  the  ring  you  put  upon  her  hand 

Was  wrench'd  by  force  away. 

"  Then  wept  your  Jane  upon  my  neck. 
Crying,  '  Help  me,  nurse,  to  flee 

To  my  Howel  Bann's  Glamorgan  hills  ;* 
But  word  arrived — ah  me  !  — 

^^  You  were  not  there ;  and  'twas  their  threat. 

By  foul  means  or  by  fair. 
To-morrow  morning  was  to  set 

The  seal  on  her  despair. 

'^  T  had  a  son,  a  sea-boy,  in 

A  ship  at  Hartland  Bay; 
By  his  aid  from  her  cruel  kin 

I  bore  my  bird  away. 
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^'  To  Scotland  from  the  Devon's 

Green  myrtle  shores  we  fled ; 
And  the  Hand  that  sent  the  ravens 

To  Elijah^  gave  us  bread. 

'^  She  wrote  you  by  my  son,  but  he 

From  England  sent  us  word 
You  had  gone  into  some  far  countrie. 

In  grief  and  gloom  he  heard. 

''  For  they  that  wrong'd  you,  to  elude 

Your  wrath,  defamed  my  child  ; 
And  you — ay,  blush.  Sir,  as  you  should — 

Believed,  and  were  beguiled. 

^^  To  die  but  at  your  feet,  she  vow'd 

To  roam  the  world ;  and  we 
Would  both  have  sped  and  begg  d  our  bread. 

But  so  it  might  not  be. 

'^  For  when  the  snow-storm  beat  our  roof. 

She  bore  a  boy.  Sir  Bann, 
Who  grew  as  fair  your  likeness  proof 

As  child  e'er  grew  like  man. 
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'^  'Twas  smiling  on  that  babe  one  morn 
While  heath  bloom'd  on  the  moor. 

Her  beauty  struck  young  Lord  Kinghorn 
As  he  hunted  past  our  door. 

^^  She  shunn'd  him,  but  he  raved  of  Jane, 
And  roused  his  mother's  pride ; 

Who  came  to  us  in  high  disdain,  -— 
^  And  where 's  the  face,*  she  cried, 

'  Has  witch*d  my  boy  to  wish  for  one 
So  wretched  for  his  wife  ?  — 

Dost  love  thy  husband  ?     Know,  my  son 
Has  sworn  to  seek  his  life/ 

^^  Her  anger  sore  dismay'd  us. 
For  our  mite  was  wearing  scant. 

And,  unless  that  dame  would  aid  us. 
There  was  none  to  aid  our  want. 

''  So  I  told  her,  weeping  bitterly. 
What  all  our  woes  had  been ; 

And,  though  she  was  a  stern  ladie. 
The  tears  stood  in  her  een. 
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''  And  she  housed  us  both^  when^  cheerfully. 

My  child  to  her  had  sworn. 
That  even  if  made  a  widow,  she 

Would  never  wed  Kinghorn/* 

Here  paused  the  nurse,  and  then  began 

The  abbot,  standing  by  :  ■— 
"  Three  months  ago  a  wounded  man 

To  our  abbey  came  to  die. 

^'  He  heard  me  long,  with  ghastly  eyes 

And  hand  obdurate  clenched. 
Speak  of  the  worm  that  never  dies. 

And  the  fire  that  is  not  quench'd. 

'^  At  last  by  what  this  scroll  attests 

He  left  atonement  brief. 
For  years  of  anguish  to  the  breasts 

His  guilt  had  wrung  with  grief. 

"  ^  There  lived,  he  said,  ^  a  fair  young  dame 

Beneath  my  mother's  roof; 
I  loved  her,  but  against  my  flame 

Her  purity  was  proof. 
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'' '  I  feign*d  repentance,  friendship  pure ; 

That  mood  she  did  not  check. 
But  let  her  husband's  miniature 

Be  copied  from  her  neck. 

'^ '  As  means  to  search  him,  my  deceit 

Took  care  to  him  was  borne 
Nought  but  his  picture's  counterfeit. 

And  Jane's  reported  scorn. 

"  '  The  treachery  took :  she  waited  wild  ; 

My  slave  came  back  and  lied 
Whatever  I  wish'd  ;  she  clasp'd  her  child. 

And  swoon'd,  and  all  but  died. 

^'  ^  I  felt  her  tears  for  years  and  years 
Quench  not  my  flame,  but  stir ; 

The  very  hate  I  bore  her  mate 
Increased  my  love  for  her. 

"  ^  Fame  told  us  of  his  glory,  while 

Joy  flushed  the  face  of  Jane ; 
And  while  she  bless'd  his  name,  her  smile 

Struck  fire  into  my  brain. 
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'^ '  No  fears  could  damp  ;  I  reached  the  camp. 

Sought  out  its  champion  ; 
And  if  my  broad-sword  failed  at  last, 

'Twas  long  and  well  laid  on. 

''  *  Thiswound's  my  meed,  my  name's  Kinghorn, 

My  foe's  the  Ritter  Bann/ 

The  wafer  to  his  lips  was  borne. 

And  we  shrived  the  dying  man. 

"  He  died  not  till  you  went  to  fight 

The  Turks  at  Warradein ; 
But  I  see  my  tale  has  changed  you  pale." — 

The  abbot  went  for  wine ; 

And  brought  a  little  page  who  pour'd 

It  out,  and  knelt  and  smiled :  — 
The  stunn'd  knight  saw  himself  restored 

To  childhood  in  his  child  ; 

And  stoop'd  and  caught  him  to  his  breast, 

Laugh'd  loud  and  wept  anon. 
And  with  a  shower  of  kisses  pressed 

The  darling  little  one. 
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^^  And  where  went   Jane?" — '^To    a  nunnery^ 
Sir- 
Look  not  again  so  pale  — 

Kinghorn's  old  dame  grew  harsh  to  her."— < 
^^  And  has  she  ta'en  the  veil  ?" — 

"  Sit  down.  Sir/'  said  the  priest,  ''  I  bar 
Rash  words." — They  sat  all  three. 

And  the  boy  play'd  with  the  knight's  broad 
star. 
As  he  kept  him  on  his  knee. 

'^  Think  ere  you  ask  her  dwelling-place," 

The  abbot  further  said ; 
"  Time  draws  a  veil  o'er  beauty's  face 

More  deep  than  cloister's  shade. 

"  Grief  may  have  made  her  what  you  can 

Scarce  love  perhaps  for  life." 
*^  Hush,  abbot,"  cried  the  Ritter  Bann, 

^'  Or  tell  me  where  's  my  wife." 
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The  priest  undid  two  doors  that  hid 

The  inn's  adjacent  room^ 
And  there  a  lovely  woman  stood^ 

Tears  bathed  her  beauty's  bloom. 

One  moment  may  with  bliss  repay 

Unnumber'd  hours  of  pain  ; 
Such  was  the  throb  and  mutual  sob 

Of  the  Knight  embracing  Jane. 


THE  HARPER. 


On  the  green  banks  of  Shannon,  when  Sheelah 

was  nigh. 
No  blithe  Irish  lad  was  so  happy  as  I ; 
No  harp  like  my  own  could  so  cheerily  play. 
And  wherever  I  went  was  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

When  at  last  I  was  forced  from  my  Sheelah  to 
part. 
She  said,  (while  the  sorrow  was  big  at  her  heart,) 
Oh  1  remember  your  Sheelah  when  far,  far  away ; 
And  be  kind,  my  dear  Pat,  to  our  poor  dog  Tray. 
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Poor  dog  !  he  was  faithful  and  kind^  to  be  sure^, 
And  he  constantly  loved  me^  although  I  was  poor ; 
When  the  sour-looking  folks  sent  me  heartless 

away, 
I  had  always  a  friend  in  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

When  the  road  was  so  dark,  and  the  night  was 
so  cold. 
And  Pat  and  his  dog  were  grown  weary  and  old. 
How  snugly  we  slept  in  my  old  coat  of  grey. 
And  he  lick'd  me  for  kindness — my  poor  dog  Tray . 

Though  my  wallet  was  scant,  I  remember'd  his 
case. 
Nor  refused  my  last  crust  to  his  pitiful  face  ; 
But  he  died  at  my  feet  on  a  cold  winter  day. 
And  I  play'd  a  sad  lament  for  my  poor  dog  Tray. 

Where  now  shall  I  go,  poor,  forsaken,  and  blind  ? 
Can  I  find  one  to  guide  me,  so  faithful,  and  kind  ? 
To  my  sweet  native  village,  so  far,  far  away, 
I  can  never  more  return  with  my  poor  dog  Tray. 
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TO    THE    EVENING    STAR, 


Star  that  bringest  home  the  bee. 
And  sett'st  the  weary  labourer  free  ! 
If  any  star  shed  peace^,  'tis  thou. 

That  send'st  it  from  above. 
Appearing  when  Heaven's  breath  and  brow 

Are  sweet  as  her's  we  love. 

Come  to  the  luxuriant  skies. 
Whilst  the  landscape's  odours  rise. 
Whilst  far-off  lowing  herds  are  heard^ 

And  songs,  when  toil  is  done. 
From  cottages  whose  smoke  unstirr'd 

Curls  yellow  in  the  sun. 
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Star  of  love's  soft  interviews. 
Parted  lovers  on  tliee  muse ; 
Their  remembrancer  in  Heaven 
Of  thrilling  vows  thou  art. 
Too  delicious  to  be  riven 
By  absence  from  the  heart. 
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MEN    OP    ENGLAND. 


Men  of  England  !  who  inherit 

Rights  that  cost  your  sires  their  blood ! 
Men  whose  undegenerate  spirit 

Has  been  proved  on  land  and  flood ;  — 

By  the  foes  ye  Ve  fought  uncounted, 
By  the  glorious  deeds  ye  Ve  done, 

Trophies  captured — breaches  mounted. 
Navies  conquered — kingdoms  won  ! 

Yet,  remember,  England  gathers 
Hence  but  fruitless  wreaths  of  fame. 

If  the  patriotism  of  your  fathers 
Glow  not  in  your  hearts  the  same. 
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What  are  monuments  of  bravery. 

Where  no  public  virtues  bloom  ? 
What  avail  in  lands  of  slavery, 
Trophied  temples,  arch,  and  tomb  ? 

Pageants  !  —  Let  the  world  revere  us 
For  our  people's  rights  and  laws. 

And  the  breasts  of  civic  heroes 
Bared  in  Freedom's  holy  cause. 

Yours  are  Hampden's,  Russell's  glory, 
Sydney's  matchless  shade  is  yours, — 

Martyrs  in  heroic  story. 

Worth  a  hundred  Agincourts  ! 

We  're  the  sons  of  sires  that  baffled 

Crown'd  and  mitred  tyranny :  — 
They  defied  the  field  and  scaffold 

For  their  birthrights — so  will  we  ! 


M  2 


THE  MAID^S  REMONSTRANCE. 


Never  weddings  ever  wooing^ 
Still  a  love-lorn  heart  pursuing. 
Read  you  not  the  wrong  you  're  doing 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hue  ? 
All  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing. 

Wed,  or  cease  to  woo. 

Rivals  banish' d,  bosoms  plighted. 
Still  our  days  are  disunited ; 
Now  the  lamp  of  hope  is  lighted. 

Now  half  quench'd  appears, 
Damp'd,  and  wavering,  and  benighted. 

Midst  my  sighs  and  tears. 


THE  maid's  remonstrance.  165 

Charms  you  call  your  dearest  blessing, 
Lips  that  thrill  at  your  caressing. 
Eyes  a  mutual  soul  confessing. 

Soon  you  '11  make  them  grow 
Dim,  and  worthless  your  possessing. 

Not  with  age,  but  woe  I 


SONG. 


Drink  ye  to  her  that  each  loves  best^ 

And  if  you  nurse  a  flame 
That 's  told  but  to  her  mutual  breast^ 

We  will  not  ask  her  name. 

Enough^  while  memory  tranced  and  glad 

Paints  silently  the  fair. 
That  each  should  dream  of  joys  he  's  had. 

Or  yet  may  hope  to  share. 

Yet  far,  far  hence  be  jest  or  boast 
From  hallow'd  thoughts  so  dear  ; 

But  drink  to  them  that  we  love  most. 
As  they  would  love  to  hear. 


SONG. 


When  Napoleon  was  flying 
From  the  field  of  Waterloo, 

A  British  soldier  dying 
To  his  brother  bade  adieu ! 

^^  And  take/'  he  said,  ^^  this  token 
To  the  maid  that  owns  my  faith. 

With  the  words  that  I  have  spoken 
In  affection's  latest  breath." 

Sore  mourn'd  the  brother's  heart. 
When  the  youth  beside  him  fell  ; 

But  the  trumpet  warn'd  to  part. 
And  they  took  a  sad  farewell. 
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There  was  many  a  friend  to  lose  him. 
For  that  gallant  soldier  sigh'd ; 

But  the  maiden  of  his  bosom 

Wept  when  all  their  tears  were  dried. 


THE  BEECH-TREE^S  PETITION. 


O  LEAVE  this  barren  spot  to  me  ! 
Spare^  woodman^  spare  the  beechen  tree ! 
Though  bush  or  floweret  never  grow 
My  dark  un warming  shade  below ; 
Nor  summer  bud  perfume  the  dew 
Of  rosy  blush_,  or  yellow  hue ; 
Nor  fruits  of  autumn,  blossom-born. 
My  green  and  glossy  leaves  adorn ; 
Nor  murmuring  tribes  from  me  derive 
Th'  ambrosial  amber  of  the  hive ; 
Yet  leave  this  barren  spot  to  me  : 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree ! 


170  THE    BEECH-TREE*S    PETITION. 

Thrice  twenty  summers  I  have  seen 
The  sky  grow  bright,  the  forest  green ; 
And  many  a  wintry  wind  have  stood 
In  bloomlessj,  fruitless  solitude. 
Since  childhood  in  my  pleasant  bower 
First  spent  its  sweet  and  sportive  hour, 
Since  youthful  lovers  in  my  shade 
Their  vows  of  truth  and  rapture  made ; 
And  on  my  trunk's  surviving  frame 
Carved  many  a  long-forgotten  name. 
Oh  !  by  the  sighs  of  gentle  sound. 
First  breathed  upon  this  sacred  ground  ; 
By  all  that  Love  has  whispered  here. 
Or  Beauty  heard  with  ravished  ear ; 
As  Love's  own  altar  honour  me, 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree ! 
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Earl  March  look'd  on  his  dying  child^ 
And  smit  with  grief  to  view  her — 

The  youth,  he  cried,  whom  I  exiled. 
Shall  be  restored  to  woo  her. 

She  's  at  the  window  many  an  hour 

His  coming  to  discover; 
And  her  love  look'd  up  to  Ellen's  bower, 

And  she  look'd  on  her  lover — 

But  ah !  so  pale,  he  knew  her  not. 

Though  her  smile  on  him  was  dwelling. 

And  am  I  then  forgot — forgot.-*  — 
It  broke  the  heart  of  Ellen. 
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In  vain  he  weeps^  in  vain  he  sighs, 

Her  cheek  is  cold  as  ashes ; 
Nor  love's  own  kiss  shall  wake  those  eyes 

To  lift  their  silken  lashes. 


LOVE  AND  MADNESS. 


AN  ELEGY. 


WRITTEN    IN    1795. 


Hark  !  from  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower  * 
The  solemn  bell  has  toU'd  the  midnight  hour  ! 
Roused  from  drear  visions  of  distempered  sleep. 
Poor  B k  wakes — in  solitude  to  weep  ! 

"  Cease,  Memory,  cease  (the  friendless  mourner 
cried) 
To  probe  the  bosom  too  severely  tried  ! 

*  Warwick  Castle, 
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Oh  !  ever  cease^  my  pensive  thoughts^  to  stray 
Through  the  bright  fields  of  Fortune's  better  day 
When  youthful  Hope^  the  music  of  the  mind. 
Tuned  all  its  charms,  and  E n  was  kind ! 

''  Yet,  can  I    cease,  while  glows  this  trembling 
frame. 
In  sighs  to  speak  thy  melancholy  name  ? 
I  hear  thy  spirit  wail  in  every  storm  \ 
In  midnight  shades  I  view  thy  passing  form ! 
Pale  as  in  that  sad  hour  when  doom'd  to  feel. 
Deep  in  thy  perjured  heart,  the  bloody  steel ! 

^'  Demons  of  Vengeance  !  ye  at  whose  command 
I  grasp'd  the  sword  with  more  than  woman's  hand, 
Say  ye,  did  Pity's  trembling  voice  control. 
Or  horror  damp  the  purpose  of  my  soul  ? 
No  !  my  wild  heart  sat  smiling  o'er  the  plan. 
Till  Hate  fulfill'd  what  baffled  Love  began  ! 

"  Yes ;  let  the  clay-cold  breast  that  never  knew 
One  tender  pang  to  generous  Nature  true. 
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Half-mingling  pity  with  the  gall  of  scorn. 
Condemn  this  heart,  that  bled  in  love  forlorn  ! 

'^  And  ye,  proud  fair,  whose  soul  no  gladness 
warms. 
Save  Rapture's  homage  to  your  conscious  charms  I 
Delighted  idols  of  a  gaudy  train, 
111  can  your  blunter  feelings  guess  the  pain. 
When  the  fond  faithful  heart,  inspired  to  prove 
Friendship  refined,  the  calm  delight  of  love. 
Feels  all  its  tender  strings  with  anguish  torn. 
And  bleeds  at  perjured  Pride's  inhuman  scorn  ! 

'^Say,  then,  did  pitying  Heaven  condemn  the 
deed. 
When  Vengeance  bade  thee,  faithless  lover  !  bleed  ? 
Long  had  I  watch'd  thy  dark  foreboding  brow. 
What  time  thy  bosom  scorn'd  its  dearest  vow  ! 
Sad,  though  I  wept  the  friend,  the  lover  changed. 
Still  thy  cold  look  was  scornful  and  estranged. 
Till  from  thy  pity,  love,  and  shelter  thrown, 
I  wander'd  hopeless,  friendless,  and  alone  ! 
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^^  Oh  !  righteous  Heaven  !  'twas  then  my  tortured 

soul 
First  gave  to  wrath  unlimited  control ! 
Adieu  the  silent  look  !  the  streaming  eye ! 
The  rtiurmur*d  plaint !  the  deep  heart-heaving  sigh  f 
Long- slumbering  Vengeance  wakes  to  better  deeds; 
He  shrieks^  he  falls,  the  perjured  lover  bleeds ! 
Now  the  last  laugh  of  agony  is  o'er. 
And  pale  in  blood  he  sleeps,  to  wake  no  more  ! 

^^  'Tis  done  !  the  flame  of  hate  no  longer  burns  : 
Nature  relents,  but,  ah  !  too  late  returns  ! 
Why  does  my  soul  this  gush  of  fondness  feel  ? 
Trembling  and  faint,  I  drop  the  guilty  steel ! 
Cold  on  my  heart  the  hand  of  terror  lies. 
And  shades  of  horror  close  my  languid  eyes ! 

^^  Oh  !  'twas  a  deed  of  Murder's  deepest  grain ! 

Could  B ^^k's  soul  so  true  to  wrath  remain? 

A  friend  long  true,  a  once  fond  lover  fell !  — 
Where  Love  was  foster'd  could  not  Pity  dwell  ? 
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'^  Unhappy  youth  !  while  yon  pale  crescent  glows 
To  watch  on  silent  Nature's  deep  repose^ 
Thy  sleepless  spirit^  breathing  from  the  tomb^, 
Foretells  my  fate^  and  summons  me  to  come  ! 
Once  more  I  see  thy  sheeted  spectre  stand. 
Roll  the  dim  eye^  and  wave  the  paly  hand  ! 

''  Soon  may  this  fluttering  spark  of  vital  flame 
Forsake  its  languid  melancholy  frame ! 
Soon  may  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  close. 
Welcome  the  dreamless  night  of  long  repose ! 
Soon  may  this  woe-worn  spirit  seek  the  bourne 
Where,  luird  to  slumber,  Grief  forgets  to  mourn  \" 
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Oh^  how  hard  it  is  to  find 

The  one  just  suited  to  our  mind; 

And  if  that  one  should  be 
False^  unkind^  or  found  too  late^ 
What  can  we  do  but  sigh  at  fate^ 

And  sing  Woe's  me — Woe's  me  ! 

Love  *s  a  boundless  burning  waste^ 
Where  Bliss's  stream  we  seldom  taste. 

And  still  more  seldom  flee 
Suspense's  thorns.  Suspicion's  stings ; 
Yet  somehow  Love  a  something  brings 

That's  sweet — ev'nwhen  we  sigh  ^ Woe's  me  !' 


STANZAS 

ON    THE    THREATENED    INVASION^ 
«  1803. 


Our  bosoms  we  *11  bare  for  the  glorious  strife. 

And  our  oath  is  recorded  on  high. 
To  prevail  in  the  cause  that  is  dearer  than  life. 

Or  crushed  in  its  ruins  to  die  ! 
Then  rise,  fellow  freemen,  and  stretch  the  right 

hand. 
And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land  ! 

'Tis  the  home  we  hold  sacred  is  laid  to  our  trust — 

God  bless  the  green  Isle  of  the  brave ! 
Should  a  conqueror  tread  on  our  forefathers'  dust. 

It  would  rouse  the  old  dead  from  their  grave ! 
Then  rise,  fellow  freemen,  and  stretch  the  right 

hand. 
And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land ! 
N  2 
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In  a  Briton's  sweet  home  shall  a  spoiler  abide. 

Profaning  its  loves  and  its  charms  ? 
Shall  a  Frenchman  insult  the  loved  fair  at  our  side  ? 

To  arms  !  oh,  my  Country,  to  arms ! 
Then  rise,  fellow  freemen,  and  stretch  the  right 
hand. 

And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land ! 


Shall  a  tyrant  enslave  us,  my  countrymen  ! — No  ! 

His  head  to  the  sword  shall  be  given—- 
A  death-bed  repentance  be  taught  the  proud  foe. 

And  his  blood  be  an  offering  to  Heaven  ! 
Then  rise,  fellow  freemen,  and  stretch  the  right 

hand. 
And  swear  to  prevail  in  your  dear  native  land ! 


SONG. 


Withdraw  not  yet  those  lips  and  fingers^ 
Whose  touch  to  mine  is  rapture's  spell ; 

Life's  joy  for  us  a  moment  lingers. 

And  death  seems  in  the  word — farewell. 

The  hour  that  bids  us  part  and  go. 

It  sounds  not  yet, — oh  !  no,  no,  no ! 

Time,  whilst  I  gaze  upon  thy  sweetness. 
Flies  like  a  courser  nigh  the  goal ; 

To-morrow  where  shall  be  his  fleetness. 
When  thou  art  parted  from  my  soul  ? 

Our  hearts  shall  beat,  our  tears  shall  flow. 

But  not  together, — no,  no,  no  ! 


HALLOWED  GROUND. 


What  's  hallowed  ground  ?     Has  earth  a  clod 
Its  Maker  meant  not  should  be  trod 
By  man^  the  image  of  his  God, 

Erect  and  free,, 
Unscourged  by  Superstition's  rod 

To  bow  the  knee  ? 

That's    hallo w'd    ground — where,   mourn'd   and 

miss'd. 
The  lips  repose  our  love  has  kiss'd; — 
But  where 's  their  memory's  mansion  ?     Is 't 

Yon  churchyard's  bowers  ? 
No !  in  ourselves  their  souls  exist, 

A  part  of  ours. 
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A  kiss  can  consecrate  the  ground 
Where  mated  hearts  are  mutual  bound  : 
The  spot  where  love's  first  links  were  wound^ 

That  ne'er  are  riven^ 
Is  hallow'd  down  to  earth's  profound. 

And  up  to  Heaven  ! 

For  time  makes  all  but  true  love  old  ; 
The  burning  thoughts  that  then  were  told 
Run  molten  still  in  memory's  mould ; 

And  will  not  cool. 
Until  the  heart  itself  be  cold 

In  Lethe's  pool. 

What  hallows  ground  where  heroes  sleep  ? 

'Tis  not  the  sculptured  piles  you  heap  !  # 

In  dews  that  heavens  far  distant  weep 

Their  turf  may  bloom ; 
Or  Genii  twine  beneath  the  deep 

Their  coral  tomb. 
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But  strew  his  ashes  to  the  wind 

Whose  sword  or  voice  has  served  mankind - 

And  is  he  dead,  whose  glorious  mind 

Lifts  thine  on  high  ?  — ^ 
To  live  in  hearts  we  leave  behind. 

Is  not  to  die. 


Is 't  death  to  fall  for  Freedom's  right  ? 
He  's  dead  alone  that  lacks  her  light ! 
And  murder  sullies  in  Heaven's  sight 

The  sword  he  draws  : — 
What  can  alone  ennoble  fight  ? 

A  noble  cause  ! 

Give  that !  and  welcome  War  to  brace 

Her  drums  !  and  rend  Heaven's  reeking  space  ! 

The  colours  planted  face  to  face. 

The  charging  cheer. 
Though  Death's  pale  horse  lead  on  the  chase. 

Shall  still  be  dear. 
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And  place  our  trophies  where  men  kneel 
To  Heaven ! — but  Heaven  rebukes  my  zeal ! 
The  cause  of  Truth  and  human  weal^ 

O  God  above  ! 
Transfer  it  from  the  sword's  appeal 

To  Peace  and  Love. 


Peace^  Love  !  the  cherubim^  that  join 
Their  spread  wings  o'er  Devotion's  shrine - 
Prayers  sound  in  vain,  and  temples  shine. 

Where  they  are  not — 
The  heart  alone  can  make  divine 

Religion's  spot. 

To  incantations  dost  thou  trust. 
And  pompous  rites  in  domes  august  ? 
See  mouldering  stones  and  metal's  rust 

Belie  the  vaunt. 
That  man  can  bless  one  pile  of  dust 

With  chime  or  chaunt. 
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The  ticking  wood- worm  mocks  thee^  man  ! 
Thy  temples— -creeds  themselves  grow  wan  ! 
But  there 's  a  dome  of  nobler  span, 

A  temple  given 
Thy  faith,  that  bigots  dare  not  ban — 

Its  space  is  Heaven ! 

Its  roof  star-pictured  Nature's  ceiling. 
Where  trancing  the  rapt  spirit's  feeling, 
And  God  himself  to  man  revealing. 

The  harmonious  spheres 
Make  music,  though  unheard  their  pealing 

By  mortal  ears. 

Fair  stars  !  are  not  your  beings  pure  ? 
Can  sin,  can  death  your  worlds  obscure  ? 
Else  why  so  swell  the  thoughts  at  your 

Aspect  above  ? 
Ye  must  be  Heavens  that  make  us  sure 

Of  heavenly  love  ! 
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And  in  your  harmony  sublime 
I  read  the  doom  of  distant  time ; 
That  man's  regenerate  soul  from  crime 

Shall  yet  be  drawn. 
And  reason  on  his  mortal  clime 

Immortal  dawn. 

What 's  hallow'd  ground  ?     'Tis  what  gives  birth 
To  sacred  thoughts  in  souls  of  worth! — 
Peace  !  Independence  !  Truth  !  go  forth 

Earth's  compass  round ; 
And  your  high  priesthood  shall  make  earth 

All  hallow' d  ground. 


CAROLINE. 


PART    I. 


I  'll  bid  the  hyacinth  to  blow^ 
I  '11  teach  my  grotto  green  to  be ; 

And  sing  my  true  love,  all  below 
The  holly  bower  and  myrtle  tree. 

There  all  his  wild- wood  sweets  to  bring. 
The  sweet  South  wind  shall  wander  by. 

And  with  the  music  of  his  wing 
Delight  my  rustling  canopy. 

Come  to  my  close  and  clustering  bower. 
Thou  spirit  of  a  milder  clime. 

Fresh  with  the  dews  of  fruit  and  flower, 
Of  mountain  heath,  and  moory  thyme. 


CAROLINE.  189 

With  all  thy  rural  echoes  come. 

Sweet  comrade  of  the  rosy  day. 
Wafting  the  wild  bee*s  gentle  hum. 

Or  cuckoo's  plaintive  roundelay. 

Where'er  thy  morning  breath  has  play'd. 

Whatever  isles  of  ocean  fanned. 
Come  to  my  blossom- woven  shade. 

Thou  wandering  wind  of  fairy-land. 

For  sure  from  some  enchanted  isle. 

Where  Heaven  and  Love  their  sabbath  hold. 

Where  pure  and  happy  spirits  smile. 
Of  beauty's  fairest,  brightest  mould  : 

From  some  green  Eden  of  the  deep. 
Where  Pleasure's  sigh  alone  is  heaved. 

Where  tears  of  rapture  lovers  weep. 
Endear' d,  undoubting,  undeceived; 

From  some  sweet  paradise  afar. 
Thy  music  wanders,  distant,  lost — 

Where  Nature  lights  her  leading  star. 
And  love  is  never,  never  cross'd. 
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Oh  gentle  gale  of  Eden  bowers^ 
If  back  thy  rosy  feet  should  roam. 

To  revel  with  the  cloudless  Hours 
In  Nature's  more  propitious  home, 

I^ame  to  thy  loved  Elysian  groves. 
That  o'er  enchanted  spirits  twine, 

A  fairer  form  than  cherub  loves. 
And  let  the  name  be  Caroline. 


CAROLINE. 


PART    II. 


TO    THE    EVENING   STAR. 


Gem  of  the  crimson-colour' d  Even, 

Companion  of  retiring  day, 
Why  at  the  closing  gates  of  Heaven, 

Beloved  star,  dost  thou  delay  ? 

So  fair  thy  pensile  beauty  burns. 

When  soft  the  tear  of  twilight  flows  ; 

So  due  thy  plighted  love  returns. 
To  chambers  brighter  than  the  rose ; 
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To  Peace^  to  Pleasure,  and  to  Love, 
So  kind  a  star  thou  seem'st  to  be. 

Sure  some  enamour'd  orb  above 

Descends  and  burns  to  meet  with  thee. 

Thine  is  the  breathing,  blushing  hour. 
When  all  unheavenly  passions  fly. 

Chased  by  the  soul- subduing  power 
Of  Love's  delicious  witchery. 

O  !  sacred  to  the  fall  of  day. 

Queen  of  propitious  stars,  appear. 

And  early  rise,  and  long  delay. 
When  Caroline  herself  is  here  ! 

'  Shine  on  her  chosen  green  resort. 

Whose  trees  the  sunward  summit  crown. 
And  wanton  flowers,  that  well  may  court 
An  angel's  feet  to  tread  them  down. 

Shine  on  her  sweetly- scented  road. 
Thou  star  of  evening's  purple  dome. 

That  lead'st  the  nightingale  abroad. 
And  guides t  the  pilgrim  to  his  home. 
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Shine,  where  my  charmer's  sweeter  breath 

Embalms  the  soft  exhaling  dew. 
Where  dying  winds  a  sigh  bequeath 

To  kiss  the  cheek  of  rosy  hue. 

Where,  winnow'd  by  the  gentle  air, 

Her  silken  tresses  darkly  flow. 
And  fall  upon  her  brow  so  fair. 

Like  shadows  on  the  mountain  snow. 

Thus,  ever  thus,  at  day's  decline. 
In  converse  sweet,  to  wander  far, 

O  bring  with  thee  my  Caroline, 

And  thou  shalt  be  my  Ruling  Star  ! 


VOL.    II. 


FIELD  FLOWERS. 


Ye  field  flowers  !  the  gardens  eclipse  you^  'tis  true. 
Yet,  wildings  of  Nature,  I  doat  upon  you, 

For  ye  waft  me  to  summers  of  old. 
When  the  earth  teem'd  around  me  with  faery 

delight. 
And  when  daisies  and  buttercups  gladden'd  my 
sight. 
Like  treasures  of  silver  and  gold. 

I  love  you  for  lulling  me  back  into  dreams 
Of  the    blue    Highland   mountains    and    echoing 
t  streams. 
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And  of  birchen  glades  breathing  their  balm. 
While    the    deer   was  seen  glancing    in    sunshine 

remote. 
And  the  deep  mellow  crush  of  the  wood-pigeon's 
note 
Made  music  that  sweeten'd  the  calm. 

Not  a  pastoral  song  has  a  pleasanter  tune 

Than  ye  speak  to  my  heart,  little  wildings  of  June  : 

Of  old  ruinous  castles  ye  tell. 
Where  I  thought  it  delightful  your  beauties  to  find. 
When  the  magic  of  Nature  first  breathed  on  my 
mind. 

And  your  blossoms  were  part  of  her  spell. 

Ev'n  now  what  affections  the  violet  awakes ; 
What  loved  little  islands,  twice  seen  in  their  lakes, 

Can  the  wild  water-lily  restore ; 
What  landscapes  I  read  in  the  primrose's  looks. 
And  what  pictures  of  pebbled  and  minnowy  brooks 

In  the  vetches  that  tangled  their  shore, 
o  2 
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Earth's  cultureless  buds,  to  my  heart  ye  were  dear, 
Ere  the  fever  of  passion^  or  ague  of  fear 

Had  scathed  my  existence's  bloom ; 
Once  I  welcome  you  more^  in  life's  passionless  stage. 
With  the  visions  of  youth  to  revisit  my  age^ 

And  I  wish  you  to  grow  on  my  tomb. 


STANZAS 


ON    THE    BATTLE    OF    NAVARINO. 


Hearts  of  oak  that  have  bravely  deli  ver'd  the  brave, 
And  uplifted  old  Greece  from  the  brink  of  the  grave, 
'Twas  the  helpless  to  help,  and  the  hopeless  to  save, 

That  your  thunderbolts  swept  o'er  the  brine ; 
And  as  long  as  yon  sun  shall  look  down  on  the 
wave 

The  light  of  your  glory  shall  shine. 

For  the  guerdon  ye  sought  with  your  bloodshed 

and  toil. 
Was  it  slaves^  or  dominion,  or  raDJpe,  or  spoil  ? 
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No  !  your  lofty  emprize  was  to  fetter  and  foil 

The  uprooter  of  Greece's  domain  ! 
When  he  tore  the  last  remnant  of  food  from  her 

soil. 
Till  her  famish'd  sank  pale  as  the  slain ! 

Yet,  Navarin's  heroes  !  does  Christendom  breed 
The  base  hearts  that  will  question  the  fame  of  your 

deed  ? 
Are  they  men  ?  — let  ineffable  scorn  be  their  meed. 

And  oblivion  shadow  their  graves  !  — 
Are  they  women? — to   Turkish  serails  let  them 
speed ! 
And  be  mothers  of  Mussulman  slaves. 

Abettors  of  massacre  !  dare  ye  deplore 

That  the  death-shriek  is  silenced  on  Hellas's  shore  ? 

That  the  mother  aghast  sees  her  offspring  no  more 

By  the  hand  of  Infanticide  grasp'd  ? 
And  that  stretch 'd  on   yon    billows  distain*d  by 
their  gore 

Missolonghi's  assassins  have  gasp'd  ? 
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Prouder  scene  never  hallowed  war's  pomp  to  the 
mind. 

Than    when  Christendom's  pennons  woo'd  social 
the  wind. 

And  the  flower  of  her  brave  for  the  combat  com- 
bined. 
Their  watch- word,  humanity's  vow  ;  — 

Not  a  sea-boy  that  fought  in  that  cause,  but  man- 
kind 
Owes  a  garland  to  honour  his  brow  ! 

Nor  grudge,  by  our  side,  that  to  conquer  or  fall. 
Came  the  hardy  rude  Russ,  and  the  high-mettled 

Gaul ; 
For  whose  was  the  genius,  that  plann'd  at  its  call. 

Where  the  whirlwind  of  battle  should  roll  ? 
All  were  brave  !  but  the  star  of  success  over  all 

Was  the  light  of  our  Codrington's  soul. 

That  star  of  thy  day-spring,  regenerate  Greek  ! 
Dimm'd  the  Saracen's  moon,  and  struck  pallid  his 
cheek : 
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In  its  fast  flushing  morning  thy  Muses  shall  speak 
When  their  lore  and  their  lutes  they  reclaim : 

And  the  first  of  their  songs  from  Parnassus's  peak 
Shall  be  ^'  Glory  to  Codrington*s  name  !** 


LINES 


ON    LEAVING    A    SCENE    IN    BAVARIA. 


Adieu  the  woods  and  waters'  side. 
Imperial  Danube's  rich  domain ! 

Adieu  the  grotto,  wild  and  wide. 
The  rocks  abrupt,  and  grassy  plain  ! 
For  pallid  Autumn  once  again 

Hath  sweird  each  torrent  of  the  hill ; 
Her  clouds  collect,  her  shadows  sail. 
And  watery  winds  that  sweep  the  vale. 

Grow  loud  and  louder  still. 


202  ON    LEAVING    A    SCENE    IN    BAVARIA. 

But  not  the  storm^  dethroning  fast 

Yon  monarch  oak  of  massy  pile  ; 
Nor  river  roaring  to  the  blast 

Around  its  dark  and  desert  isle ; 

Nor  church-bell*  tolling  to  beguile 
The  cloud-born  thunder  passing  by, 

Can  sound  in  discord  to  my  soul : 

Roll  on^  ye  mighty  waters,  roll ! 
And  rage^  thou  darkened  sky  ! 

Thy  blossoms  now  no  longer  bright ; 

Thy  withered  woods  no  longer  green  ; 
Yet^  Eldurn  shore,  with  dark  delight 

I  visit  thy  unlovely  scene ! 

For  many  a  sunset  hour  serene 
My  steps  have  trod  thy  mellow  dew ; 

When  his  green  light  the  fire-fly  gave. 

When  Cynthia  from  the  distant  wave 
Her  twilight  anchor  drew, 

*  In  Catholic  countries  you  often  hear   the  church-bells 
rung  to  propitiate  Heaven  during  thunder-storms. 
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And  ploughed,  as  with  a  swelling  sail, 

The  billowy  clouds  and  starry  sea : 
Then  while  thy  hermit  nightingale 

Sang  on  his  fragrant  apple-tree^ — 

Romantic,  solitary,  free. 
The  visitant  of  Eldurn's  shore. 

On  such  a  moonlight  mountain  stray'd 

As  echo'd  to  the  music  made 
By  Druid  harps  of  yore. 

Around  thy  savage  hills  of  oak. 

Around  thy  waters  bright  and  blue. 
No  hunter's  horn  the  silence  broke. 

No  dying  shriek  thine  echo  knew ; 

But  safe,  sweet  Eldurn  woods,  to  you 
The  wounded  wild  deer  ever  ran. 

Whose  myrtle  bound  their  grassy  cave. 

Whose  very  rocks  a  shelter  gave 
From  blood-pursuing  man. 
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Oh  heart  effusions^  that  arose 

From  nightly  wanderings  cherish'd  here ; 
To  him  who  flies  from  many  woes^ 

Even  homeless  deserts  can  be  dear ! 

The  last  and  solitary  cheer 
Of  those  that  own  no  earthly  home^, 

Say — is  it  not^  ye  banished  race. 

In  such  a  loved  and  lonely  place 
Companionless  to  roam  ? 

Yes  !    I  have  loved  thy  wild  abode. 

Unknown,  unplough'd,  untrodden  shore ; 

Where  scarce  the  woodman  finds  a  road. 
And  scarce  the  fisher  plies  an  oar : 
For  man's  neglect  I  love  thee  more ; 

That  art  nor  avarice  intrude 

To  tame  thy  torrent's  thunder- shock. 
Or  prune  thy  vintage  of  the  rock 

Magnificently  rude. 
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Unheeded  spreads  thy  blossom'd  bud 

Its  milky  bosom  to  the  bee ; 
Unheeded  falls  along  the  flood 

Thy  desolate  and  aged  tree. 

Forsaken  scene,  how  like  to  thee 
The  fate  of  unbefriended  Worth  ! 

Like  thine  her  fruit  dishonoured  falls  ; 

Like  thee  in  solitude  she  calls 
A  thousand  treasures  forth. 

O  !  silent  spirit  of  the  place. 

If,  lingering  with  the  ruin*d  year. 
Thy  hoary  form  and  awful  face 

I  yet  might  watch  and  worship  here  ! 

Thy  storm  were  music  to  mine  ear. 
Thy  wildest  walk  a  shelter  given 

Sublimer  thoughts  on  earth  to  find. 

And  share,  with  no  unhallow'd  mind. 
The  majesty  of  heaven. 
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What  though  the  bosom  friends  of  Fate^  — 

Prosperity's  un weaned  broody  — 
Thy  consolations  cannot  rate, 

0  self-dependent  solitude  ! 
Yet  with  a  spirit  unsubdued. 

Though  darkened  by  the  clouds  of  Care, 
To  worship  thy  congenial  gloom, 
A  pilgrim  to  the  Prophet's  tomb 

Misfortune  shall  repair. 

On  her  the  world  hath  never  smiled 
Or  look'd  but  with  accusing  eye  ;  — 

All-silent  goddess  of  the  wild. 

To  thee  that  misanthrope  shall  fly  ! 

1  hear  her  deep  soliloquy, 

I  mark  her  proud  but  ravaged  form, 
As  stern  she  wraps  her  mantle  round. 
And  bids,  on  winter's  bleakest  ground. 

Defiance  to  the  storm. 
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Peace  to  her  banished  hearty  at  last^ 

In  thy  dominions  shall  descend. 
And,  strong  as  beechwood  in  the  blast. 

Her  spirit  shall  refuse  to  bend ; 

Enduring  life  without  a  friend. 
The  world  and  falsehood  left  behind. 

Thy  votary  shall  bear  elate, 

(Triumphant  o'er  opposing  Fate,) 
Her  dark  inspired  mind. 

But  dost  thou.  Folly,  mock  the  muse 

A  wanderer's  mountain  walk  to  sing. 
Who  shuns  a  warring  world,  nor  wooes 

The  vulture  cover  of  its  wing  ? 

Then  fly,  thou  cowering,  shivering  thing. 
Back  to  the  fostering  world  beguiled. 

To  waste  in  self-consuming  strife 

The  loveless  brotherhood  of  life. 
Reviling  and  reviled  ! 
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Away^  thou  lover  of  the  race 

That  hither  chased  yon  weeping  deer  ! 
If  Nature's  all  majestic  face 

More  pitiless  than  man's  appear ; 

Or  if  the  wild  winds  seem  more  drear 
Than  man's  cold  charities  below. 

Behold  around  his  peopled  plains. 

Where'er  the  social  savage  reigns, 
Exuberance  of  woe  ! 

His  art  and  honours  wouldst  thou  seek 
Emboss'd  on  grandeur's  giant  walls  ? 

Or  hear  his  moral  thunders  speak 
Where  senates  light  their  airy  halls. 
Where  man  his  brother  man  enthralls ; 

Or  sends  his  whirlwind  warrants  forth 
To  rouse  the  slumbering  fiends  of  war. 
To  dye  the  blood- warm  waves  afar. 

And  desolate  the  earth  ? 
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From  clime  to  clime  pursue  the  scene. 

And  mark  in  all  thy  spacious  way. 
Where'er  the  tyrant  man  has  been. 

There  Peace,  the  cherub,  cannot  stay  ; 

In  wilds  and  woodlands  far  away 
She  builds  her  solitary  bower. 

Where  only  anchorites  have  trod, 

Or  friendless  men,  to  worship  God, 
Have  wander'd  for  an  hour. 

In  such  a  far  forsaken  vale, — 

And  such,  sweet  Eldurn  vale,  is  thine, — 
Afflicted  nature  shall  inhale 

Heaven-borrow'd  thoughts  and  joys  divine ; 

No  longer  wish,  no  more  repine 
For  man's  neglect  or  "w^^oman's  scorn  ;  — 

Then  wed  thee  to  an  exile's  lot. 

For  if  the  world  hath  loved  thee  not, 
Its  absence  may  be  borne. 

VOL.    II.  p 


STANZAS  TO  PAINTING. 


0  THOU  by  whose  expressive  art 
Her  perfect  image  Nature  sees 

In  union  with  the  Graces  start. 
And  sweeter  by  reflection  please  ! 

In  whose  creative  hand  the  hues 

Fresh  from  yon  orient  rainbow  shine  ; 

1  bless  thee.  Promethean  Muse ! 

And  call  thee  brightest  of  the  Nine ! 
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Possessing  more  than  vocal  power. 
Persuasive  more  than  poet's  tongue ; 

Whose  lineage,  in  a  raptured  hour,  a 

From  Love,  the  Sire  of  Nature,  sprung. 

Does  Hope  her  high  possession  meet  ? 

Is  joy  triumphant,  sorrow  flown? 
Sweet  is  the  trance,  the  tremor  sweet, 

When  all  we  love  is  all  our  own. 

But  oh  !  thou  pulse  of  pleasure  dear, 
Slow  throbbing,  cold,  I  feel  thee  part  ; 

Lone  absence  plants  a  pang  severe. 
Or  death  inflicts  a  keener  dart. 

Then  for  a  beam  of  joy  to  light 
In  memory's  sad  and  wakeful  eye ! 

Or  banish  from  the  noon  of  night 
Her  dreams  of  deeper  agony. 

*  Alluding  to  the  well-known  tradition  respecting  the 
origin  of  painting,  that  it  arose  from  a  young  Corinthian 
female  tracing  the  shadow  of  her  lover's  profile  on  the  wall, 
as  he  lay  asleep. 

p  2 


212  STANZAS    TO    PAINTING. 

Shall  Song  its  witching  cadence  roll  ? 

Yea^  even  the  tenderest  air  repeat. 
That  breathed  when  soul  was  knit  to  soul. 

And  heart  to  heart  responsive  beat  ? 

What  visions  rise  !  to  charm,  to  melt ! 

The  lost,  the  loved,  the  dead  are  near  ! 
Oh,  hush  that  strain  too  deeply  felt ! 

And  cease  that  solace  too  severe ! 

But  thou  serenely  silent  art ! 

By  heaven  and  love  wast  taught  to  lend 
A  milder  solace  to  the  heart. 

The  sacred  image  of  a  friend. 

All  is  not  lost !   if,  yet  possest. 

To  me  that  sweet  memorial  shine :  — 

If  close  and  closer  to  my  breast 
I  hold  that  idol  all  divine. 

Or,  gazing  through  luxurious  tears, 
Melt  o'er  the  loved  departed  form. 

Till  death's  cold  bosom  half  appears 
With  life,  and  speech,  and  spirit  warm. 


STANZAS    TO    PAINTING.  213 

She  looks  !  she  lives  !  this  tranced  hour. 
Her  bright  eye  seems  a  purer  gem 

Than  sparkles  on  the  throne  of  power. 
Or  glory's  wealthy  diadem. 

Yes,  Genius,  yes  !  thy  mimic  aid 
A  treasure  to  my  soul  has  given, 

Where  beauty's  canonized  shade 

Smiles  in  the  sainted  hues  of  heaven. 

No  spectre  forms  of  pleasure  fled. 

Thy  softening,  sweetening,  tints  restore ; 

For  thou  canst  give  us  back  the  dead. 
E'en  in  the  loveliest  looks  they  wore. 

Then  blest  be  Nature's  guardian  Muse, 
Whose  hand  her  perish'd  grace  redeems ! 

Whose  tablet  of  a  thousand  hues 
The  mirror  of  creation  seems. 

From  Love  began  thy  high  descent ; 

And  lovers,  charm'd  by  gifts  of  thine. 
Shall  bless  thee  mutely  eloquent ; 

And  call  thee  brightest  of  the  Nine ! 


DRINKING-SONG  OF  MUNICH. 


Sweet  Iser !  were  thy  sunny  realm 

And  flowery  gardens  mine^ 
Thy  waters  I  would  shade  with  elm 

To  prop  the  tender  vine ; 
My  golden  flagons  I  would  fill 
With  rosy  draughts  from  every  hill ; 

And  under  every  myrtle  bower. 
My  gay  companions  should  prolong 
The  laugh;,  the  revel,  and  the  song. 

To  many  an  idle  hour. 
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Like  rivers  crimsoned  with  the  beam 

Of  yonder  planet  bright. 
Our  balmy  cups  should  ever  stream 

Profusion  of  delight ; 
No  care  should  touch  the  mellow  heart. 
And  sad  or  sober  none  depart ; 

For  wine  can  triumph  over  woe, 
And  Love  and  Bacchus,  brother  powers. 
Could  build  in  Iser's  sunny  bowers 

A  paradise  below. 
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ON    REVISITING   A    SCOTTISH    RIVER. 


And  call  they  this  Improvement? — to  have  changed. 
My  native  Clyde,  thy  once  romantic  shore. 
Where  Nature's  face  is  banish'd  and  estranged. 
And  Heaven  reflected  in  thy  wave  no  more ; 
Whose  banks,  that  sweetened  May-day's  breath 

before. 
Lie  sere  and  leafless  now  in  summer's  beam. 
With  sooty  exhalations  covered  o'er ; 
And  for  the  daisied  green  sward,  down  thy  stream 
Unsightly  brick-lanes  smoke,  and  clanking  engines 

gleam. 


ON    REVISITING   A    SCOTTISH    RIVER.  217 

Speak  not  to  me  of  swarms  the  scene  sustains ; 
One  heart  free  tasting  Nature's  breath  and  bloom 
Is  worth  a  thousand  slaves  to  Mammon's  gains. 
But  whither  goes  that  wealthy  and  gladdening  whom  ? 
See^  left  but  life  enough  and  breathing-room 
The  hunger  and  the  hope  of  life  to  feel. 
Yon  pale  Mechanic  bending  o'er  his  loom. 
And  Childhood's  self  as  at  Ixion's  wheel. 
From  morn  till  midnight  task'd  to  earn  its  little 
meal. 

Is  this  Improvement  ?-— where  the  human  breed 
Degenerates  as  they  swarm  and  overflow. 
Till  Toil  grows  cheaper  than  the  trodden  weed. 
And  man  competes  with  man,  like  foe  with  foe. 
Till  Death,  that  thins  them,  scarce  seems  public 

woe  ? 
Improvement !  —  smiles  it  in  the  poor  man's  eyes. 
Or  blooms  it  on  the  cheek  of  Labour? — No — 
To  gorge  a  few  with  Trade's  precarious  prize. 
We  banish  rural  life,  and  breathe  unwholesome 

skies. 
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Nor  call  that  evil  slight ;  God  has  not  given 
This  passion  to  the  heart  of  man  in  vain. 
For  Earth's  green  face,  th'  untainted  air  of  Heaven, 
And  all  the  bliss  of  Nature's  rustic  reign. 
For  not  alone  our  frame  imbibes  a  stain 
From  foetid  skies  ;  the  spirit's  healthy  pride 
Fades  in  their  gloom — And  therefore  I  complain. 
That  thou  no  more  through  pastoral  scenes  shouldst 

glide. 
My  Wallace's   own   stream,  and  once   romantic 

Clyde  ! 


LINES 


ON    REVISITING   CATHCART. 


Oh  !  scenes  of  my  childhood,  and  dear  to  my  heart 
Ye  green  waving  woods  on  the  margin  of  Cart, 
How  blest  in  the  morning  of  life  I  have  stray'd. 
By  the  stream  of  the  vale  and  the  grass-cover'd 
glade ! 

Then,  then  every  rapture  was  young  and  sincere. 
Ere  the  sunshine  of  bliss  was  bedimm'd  by  a  tear. 
And  a  sweeter  delight  every  scene  seem'd  to  lend. 
That  the  mansion  of  peace  was  the  house  of  a 

m 

FRIEND. 


# 
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Now  the  scenes  of  my  childhood  and  dear  to  my 

hearty 
All  pensive  I  visits  and  sigh  to  depart; 
Their  flowers  seem  to  languish^  their  beauty  to  cease, 
For  a  stranger  inhabits  the  mansion  of  peace. 

But  hush'd  be  the  sigh  that  untimely  complains. 
While  Friendship  and  all  its  enchantment  remains, 
While  it  blooms  like  the  flower  of  a  winterless  clime. 
Untainted  by  chance,  unabated  by  time. 


THE  ''NAME  UNKNOWN;" 


IN    IMITATION    OF    KLOPSTOCK. 


Prophetic  pencil !  wilt  thou  trace 
A  faithful  image  of  the  face^ 

Or  wilt  thou  write  the  ^  Name  Unknown/ 
Ordain'd  to  bless  my  charmed  soul,  ^|^ 

And  all  my  future  fate  control, 

Unrivaird  and  alone  ? 

Delicious  Idol  of  my  thought ! 
Though  sylph  or  spirit  hath  not  taught 

My  boding  heart  thy  precious  name ; 
Yet  musing  on  my  distant  fate. 
To  charms  unseen  I  consecrate 

A  visionary  flame. 
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Thy  rosy  blush,  thy  meaning  eye. 
Thy  virgin  voice  of  melody. 

Are  ever  present  to  my  heart  j 
Thy  murmured  vows  shall  yet  be  mine. 
My  thrilling  hand  shall  meet  with  thine. 

And  never,  never  part ! 


m 


Then  fly,  my  days,  on  rapid  wing. 
Till  Love  the  viewless  treasure  bring ; 

While  I,  like  conscious  Athens,  own 
A  power  in  mystic  silence  seaFd, 
A  guardian  angel  unreveal'd. 

And  bless  the  '  Name  Unknown !' 


k 


LINES 


TO    EDWARD    LYTTON    BULWER   ON    THE    BIRTH 
OF   HIS    CHILD. 


My  heart  is  with  you,  Bulwer,  and  pourtrays 
The  blessings  of  your  first  paternal  days ; 
To  clasp  the  pledge  of  purest  holiest  faith. 
To  taste  one*s  own  and  love-born  infant's  breath, 
I  know,,  nor  would  for  worlds  forget  the  bliss. 
I  Ve  felt  that  to  a  father's  heart  that  kiss. 
As  o'er  its  little  lips  you  smile  and  cling, 
Has  fragrance  which  Arabia  could  not  bring. 

Such  are  the  joys,  ill  mock'd  in  ribald  song, 

In  thought,  ev'n  freshening  life  our  lifetime  long. 


m 
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That  give  our  souls  on  earth  a  heaven-drawn  bloom ; 
Without  them  we  are  weeds  upon  a  tomb. 

Joy  be  to  thee,  and  her  whose  lot  with  thine. 
Propitious  stars  saw  Truth  and  Passion  twine ! 
Joy  be  to  her  who  in  your  rising  name 
Feels  Love's  bower  brightened  by  the  beams  of 

Fame  ! 
I  lack'd  a  father's  claim  to  her — but  knew 
Regard  for  her  young  years  so  pure  and  true,      '^ 
That,  when  she  at  the  altar  stood  your  bride, 
A  sire  could  scarce  have  felt  more  sire-like  pride. 


THE 


DEATH-BOAT   OF  HELIGOLAND. 


Can  restlessness  reach  the  cold  sepulchred  head  ?  — 
Ay,  the  quick  have  their  sleep-walkers^  so  have  the 

dead. 
There  are  brains^  though  they  moulder^  that  dream 

in  the  tomb^ 
And  that  maddening  forebear  the  last  trumpet  of 

doom^ 
Till  their  corses  start  sbeeted  to  revel  on  earth. 
Making  horror  more  deep  by  the  semblance  of 

mirth : 
By  the  glare  of  new-lighted  volcanoes  they  dance. 
Or  at  mid- sea  appal  the  chillVl  mariner's  glance. 
VOL.   II.  Q 
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Such^  I  wot^  was  the  band  of  cadaverous  smile 
Seen  ploughing  the  night- surge  of  Heligo's  isle. 
The  foam  of  the  Baltic  had  sparkled  like  fire. 
And  the  red  moon  look'd  down  with  an  aspect 

of  ire ; 
But  her  beams  on  a  sudden  grew  sick-like  and 

grey. 
And  the  mews  that  had  slept  clang'd  and  shriek'd 

far  away — 
And  the  buoys  and  the  beacons  extinguished  their 

light. 
As  the  boat  of  the  stony-eyed  dead  came  in  sight, 
High  bounding  from  billow  to  billow  ;  each  form 
Had  its  shroud  like  a  plaid  flying  loose  to   the 

storm ; 
With  an  oar  in  each  pulseless  and  icy-cold  hand. 
Fast  they  ploughed,  by  the  lee-shore  of  Heligoland, 
Such  breakers  as  boat  of  the  living  ne'er  cross'd  ; 
Now  surf-sunk  for  minutes  again  they  uptoss'd. 
And  with  livid  lips  shouted  reply  o'er  the  flood 
To  the   challenging   watchman   that   curdled   his 

blood — . 
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^^  We  are  dead — we  are  bound  from  our  graves  in 

the  west. 
First  to  Hecla,  and  then  to **  Unmeet  was  the 

rest 
For  man's  ear.     The  old  abbey  bell  thunder'd  its 

clang. 
And  their  eyes  gleam'd  with  phosphorous  light  as 

it  rang : 
Ere  they  vanished,  they  stopped,  and  gazed  silently 

grim. 
Till  the  eye  could  define  them,  garb,  feature  and 

limb. 

Now  who  were  those  roamers? — of  gallows  or  wheel 
Bore  they  marks,  or  the  mangling  anatomist's  steel } 
No,  by  magistrates'  chains  'mid  their  grave-clothes 

you  saw. 
They  were  felons  too  proud  to  have  perish'd  by  law ; 
But  a  ribbon  that  hung  where  a  rope  should  have 

been,  _^^ 

'Twas  the  badge  of  their  faction,  its  hue  wa^not 

green, 

Q  2       ^ 
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Show'd  them  men  who  had  trampled  and  tortured 

and  driven 
To   rebellion   the   fairest   Isle    breathed    on   by 

Heaven^ — 
Men  whose  heirs  would  yet  finish  the  tyrannous 

task^ 
If  the  Truth  and  the  Time  had  not  dragged  off  their 

mask. 
They  parted — but  not  till  the  sight  might  discern 
A  scutcheon  distinct  at  their  piiniace's  stern^ 
Where  letters  emblazoned  in  blood- coloured  flame^ 
Named  their  faction — I  blot  not  my  page  with  its 

name. 


*i 


SONG. 


When  Love  came  first  to  Earthy  the  Spring 
Spread  rose-beds  to  receive  him^ 

And  back  he  vow'd  his  flight  he  'd  wing 
To  Heaven^  if  she  should  leave  him. 

But  Spring  departing,  saw  his  faith 
Pledged  to  the  next  new  comer— 

He  reveird  in  the  warmer  breath 
And  richer  bowers  of  Summer. 

Then  sportive  Autumn  claimed  by  rights 

An  Archer  for  her  lover. 
And  even  in  Winter's  dark,  cold  nights 

A  charm  he  could  discover. 


m 
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Her  routs  and  balls^  and  fireside  joy. 

For  this  time  were  his  reasons — 

m 
In  short;,  Young  Love's  a  gallant  boy. 

That  likes  all  times  and  seasons. 


LINES  TO  JULIA  M . 

SENT   WITH    A   COPY   OF   THE    AUTHOR's    POEMS. 


Since  there  is  magic  in  your  look 
And  in  your  voice  a  witching  charm^ 
As  all  our  hearts  consenting  tell. 
Enchantress,  smile  upon  my  book. 
And  guard  its  lays  from  hate  and  harm 
By  Beauty's  most  resistless  spell. 

The  sunny  dew-drop  of  thy  praise, 
Young  day-star  of  the  rising  time. 
Shall  with  its  odoriferous  morn 
Refresh  my  sere  and  withered  bays  : 
Smile,  and  I  will  believe  my  rhyme 
Shall  please  the  beautiful  unborn. 
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Go  forth^  my  pictured  thoughts^  and  rise 
In  traits  and  tints  of  sweeter  tone. 
When  Julia's  glance  is  o'er  ye  flung ; 
Glow,  gladden,  linger  in  her  eyes. 
And  catch  a  magic  not  your  own. 
Read  by  the  music  of  her  tongue. 


LINES 


ON    THE    DEPARTURE    OF   EMIGRANTS   FOR 
NEW    SOUTH    WALES. 


On  England's  shore  I  saw  a  pensive  band. 

With  sails  unfurFd  for  earth's  remotest  strand. 

Like  children  parting  from  a  mother,  shed 

Tears  for  the  home  that  could  not  yield  them  bread; 

Grief  mark'd  each  face  receding  from  the  view> 

'Twas  grief  to  nature  honourably  true. 

And  long,  poor  wanderers  o'er  th'  ecliptic  deep. 

The  song  that  names  but  home  shall  bid  you  weep  ; 

Oft  shall  ye  fold  your  flocks  by  stars  above 

In  that  far  world,  and  miss  the  stars  ye  love ; 
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Oft,  when  its  tuneless  birds  scream  round  forlorn. 
Regret  the  lark  that  gladdens  England's  morn,* 

*  Mr.  P.  Cunningham,  in  his  interesting  work  on  New 
South  Wales,  gives  the  following  account  of  its  song-birds  : — 
"  We  are  not  moved  here  with  the  deep  mellow  note  of  the 
blackbird,  poured  out  from  beneath  some  low  stunted  bush, 
nor  thrilled  with  the  wild  warblings  of  the  thrush  perched  on 
the  top  of  some  tall  sapling,  nor  charmed  with  the  blithe 
carol  of  the  lark  as  we  proceed  early  a-field  ;  none  of  our  birds 
rivalling  those  divine  songsters  in  realizing  the  poetical  idea 
of  ^  the  music  of  the  grove:'  while  ^  parrots''  chattering'*  must 
supply  the  place  of  nightingales'  singing  in  the  future  amorous 
lays  of  our  sighing  Celadons.  We  have  our  lark,  certainly, 
but  both  his  appearance  and  note  are  a  most  wretched  pa- 
rody upon  the  bird  about  which  our  English  poets  have  made 
so  many  fine  similes.  He  will  mount  from  the  ground  and 
rise,  fluttering  upwards  in  the  same  manner,  and  with  a  few 
of  the  starting  notes  of  the  English  lark  •  but  on  reaching 
the  height  of  thirty  feet  or  so,  down  he  drops  suddenly 
and  mutely,  diving  into  concealment  among  the  long  grass, 
as  if  ashamed  of  his  pitiful  attempt.  For  the  pert  frisky 
robin  pecking  and  pattering  against  the  windows  in  the  dull 
days  of  winter,  we  have  the  lively  '  superb  warbler,'  with 
his  blue  shining  plumage  and  his  long  tapering  tail,  picking 
up  the  crumbs  at  our  doors  ;  while  the  pretty  red-bills,  of  the 
size  and  form  of  the  goldfinch,  constitute  the  sparrow  of  our 
clime,  flying  in  flocks  about  our  houses,  and  building  their 
soft  downy  pigmy  nests  in  the  orange,  peach,  and  lemon  trees 
surrounding  them." — Cunningham'' s  Two  Years  in  New 
South  Wales ^  vol.  ii.  p.  216. 
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And,  giving  England's  names  to  distant  scenes. 
Lament  that  earth's  extension  intervenes. 

But  cloud  not  yet  too  long,  industrious  train. 
Your  solid  good  with  sorrow  nursed  in  vain : 
For  has  the  heart  no  interest  yet  as  bland 
As  that  which  binds  us  to  our  native  land  ? 
The  deep-drawn  wish,  when  children  crown  our 

hearth. 
To  hear  the  cherub-chorus  of  their  mirth, 
Undamp'd  by  dread  that  want  may  e'er  unhouse. 
Or  servile  misery  knit  those  smiling  brows : 
The  pride  to  rear  an  independent  shed. 
And  give  the  lips  we  love  unborrow'd  bread ; 
To  see  a  world,  from  shadowy  forests  won. 
In  youthful  beauty  wedded  to  the  sun ; 
To  skirt  our  home  with  harvests  widely  sown. 
And  call  the  blooming  landscape  all  our  own. 
Our  children's  heritage,  in  prospect  long. 
These  are  the  hopes,  high-minded  hopes  and  strong. 
That  beckon  England's  wanderers  o'er  the  brine. 
To  realms  where  foreign  constellations  shine ; 
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Where  streams  from  undiscovered  fountains  roll, 
And  winds  shall  fan  them  from  th'  Antarctic  pole 
And  what  though  doom'd  to  shores  so  far  apart 
From  England's  home^  that  ev*nthe  home-sick  heart 
Quails^  thinking,  ere  that  gulf  can  be  recross'd. 
How  large  a  space  of  fleeting  life  is  lost : 
Yet  there,  by  time^  their  bosoms  shall  be  changed. 
And  strangers  once  shall  cease  to  sigh  estranged. 
But  jocund  in  the  year's  long  sunshine  roam. 
That  yields  their  sickle  twice  its  harvest-home. 

There,  marking  o*er  his  farm's  expanding  ring 
New  fleeces  whiten  and  new  fruits  upspring. 
The  grey -haired  swain,  his   grandchild   sporting 

round, 
Shall  walk  at  eve  his  little  empire's  bound. 
Emblazed  with  ruby  vintage,  ripening  corn. 
And  verdant  rampart  of  Acacian  thorn. 
While,  mingling  with  the  scent  his  pipe  exhales. 
The  orange-grove's  and  fig-tree's  breath  prevails  ; 
Survey  with  pride  beyond  a  monarch's  spoil. 
His  honest  arm's  own  subjugated  soil ; 
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And  summing  all  the  blessings  God  has  given^ 
Put  up  his  patriarchal  prayer  to  Heaven, 
That  when  his  bones  shall  here  repose  in  peace. 
The  scions  of  his  love  may  still  increase. 
And  o'er  a  land  where  life  has  ample  room. 
In  health  and  plenty  innocently  bloom. 

Delightful  land,  in  wildness  ev'n  benign. 

The  glorious  past  is  ours,  the  future  thine  I 

As  in  a  cradled  Hercules,  we  trace 

The  lines  of  empire  in  thine  infant  face. 

What  nations  in  thy  wide  horizon's  span 

Shall  teem  on  tracts  untrodden  yet  by  man  ! 

What  spacious  cities  with  their  spires  shall  gleam. 

Where  now  the  panther  laps  a  lonely  stream. 

And  all  but  brute  or  reptile  life  is  dumb  ! 

Land  of  the  free!  thy  kingdom  is  to  come. 

Of  states,  with  laws  from  Gothic  bondage  burst. 

And  creeds  by  chartered  priesthoods  unaccurst ; 

Of  navies,  hoisting  their  emblazon'd  flags. 

Where  shipless  seas  now  wash  unbeacon'd  crags; 
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Of  hosts  reviewed  in  dazzling  files  and  squares^ 
Their  pennon'd  trumpets  breathing  native  airs^  — 
For  minstrels  thou  shalt  have  of  native  fire;, 
And  maids  to  sing  the  songs  themselves  inspire :— - 
Our  very  speech,  methinks,  in  after  time. 
Shall  catch  th*  Ionian  blandness  of  thy  clime ; 
And  whilst  the  light  and  luxury  of  thy  skies 
Give  brighter  smiles  to  beauteous  woman's  eyes. 
The  Arts,  whose  soul  is  love,  shall  all  spontaneous 


Untrack'd  in  deserts  lies  the  marble  mine, 

Undug  the  ore  that  midst  thy  roofs  shall  shine  ; 

Unborn  the  hands — but  born  they  are  to  be — 

Fair  Australasia,  that  shall  give  to  thee 

Proud  temple-domes,  with  galleries  winding  high. 

So  vast  in  space,  so  just  in  symmetry, 

They  widen  to  the  contemplating  eye. 

With  colonnaded  aisles  in  long  array. 

And  windows  that  enrich  the  flood  of  day 

O'er  tesselated  pavements,  pictures  fair. 

And  niched  statues  breathing  golden  air. 
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Nor  there,  whilst  all  that's  seen  bids  Fancy  swell. 
Shall  Music's  voice  refuse  to  seal  the  spell ; 
But  choral  hymns  shall  wake  enchantment  round. 
And  organs  yield  their  tempests  of  sweet  sound. 

Meanwhile,  ere  Arts  triumphant  reach  their  goal. 
How  blest  the  years  of  pastoral  life  shall  roll ! 
Ev'n  should  some  wayward  hour  the  settler's  mind 
Brood  sad  on  scenes  for  ever  left  behind. 
Yet  not  a  pang  that  England's  name  imparts. 
Shall  touch  a  fibre  of  his  children's  hearts; 
Bound  to  that  native  land  by  nature's  bond, 
Full  little  shall  their  wishes  rove  beyond 
Its  mountains  blue,  and  melon-skirted  streams. 
Since   childhood   loved   and   dreamt   of  in   their 

dreams. 
How  many  a  name,  to  us  uncouthly  wild. 
Shall  thrill  that  region's  patriotic  child. 
And  bring   as   sweet   thoughts  o'er  his   bosom's 

chords. 
As  aught  that 's  named  in  song  to  us  affords  ! 
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Dear  shall  that  river's  margin  be  to  him. 
Where  sportive  first  he  bathed  his  boyish  limb. 
Or  petted  birds,  still  brighter  than  their  bowers. 
Or  twined  his  tame  young  kangaroo  with  flowers. 
But  more  magnetic  yet  to  memory 
Shall  be  the  sacred  spot,  still  blooming  nigh. 
The  bower  of  love,  where  first  his  bosom  burn'd. 
And  smiling  passion  saw  its  smile  return'd. 

Go  forth  and  prosper  then,  emprizing  band  : 
May  He,  who  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand 
The  ocean  holds,  and  rules  the  whirlwind's  sweep, 
Assuage  its  wrath,  and  guide  you  on  the  deep  ! 


FAREWELL  TO  LOVE. 


I  HAD  a  heart  that  doated  once  in  passion's  bound- 
less pain, 

And  though  the  tyrant  I  abjured,  I  could  not 
break  his  chain ; 

But  now  that  Fancy's  fire  is  quench' d,  and  ne'er 
can  burn  anew, 

m 

I  've  bid  thee.  Love,  for  all  my  life,  adieu !  adieu  ! 
adieu  ! 

I  've  known,  if  ever  mortal  knew,  the  spells  of 

beauty's  thrall. 
And  if  my  song  has  told  them  not,  my  soul  has 

felt  them  all  ; 
But  passion  robs  my  peace  no  more,  and  Beauty's 

witching  sway 
Is  now  to  me  a  star  that's  fall'n — a  dream  that 's 

pass'd  awav.  ^ 

VOL.  rr.  R  ^ 
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Hail !  welcome  tide  of  life,  when  no  tumultuous 

billows  roll^ 
How  wondrous   to   myself  appears  this   halcyon 

calm  of  soul ! 
The  wearied  bird  blown  o'er  the  deep  would  sooner 

quit  its  shore^ 
Than  I  would  cross  the  gulf  again  that  time  has 

brought  me  o'er. 

Why  say  they  Angels  feel  the  flame? — Oh,  spirits 

of  the  skies ! 
Can  love  like  ours^  that  doats  on  dust^  in  heavenly 

bosoms  rise  ? —  * 

•  m . 

Ah  no ;  the  hearts  that  best  have  felt  its  power, 

the  best  can  tell, 
That  peace  on  earth  itself  begins,  when  Love  has 
bid  farewell. 

THE    END. 


PRINTED    BY    SAMUEL    BENTLEY, 
Dorset  Street,  Fleet  Street. 


INTERESTING  WORKS 

JUST   PUBLISHED   BY 

HENRY  COLBURN  AND  RICHARD  BENTLEY, 

NEW  BURLINGTON  STREET. 


THE  FOLLIES  OF  FASHION  ;  a  Comedy.  By 
the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Glengall.     In8vo.  5s.  6d. 

EPICHARIS  ;  a  Tragedy,  in  Five  Acts.  By  the 
Author  of  <•'  Granby,"  and"  Herbert  Lacy,"  as  performed  at 
the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane.  Second  Edition,  8vo.  3s.  6d. 

TRADITIONS  OF  NORTH  AMERICAN  INDIANS. 

TALES  OF  AN  INDIAN  CAMP.  By  J.  A. 
Jones,  Esq.     In  3  vols,  post  8vo.  31s.  6d. 

"  One  of  the  most  curious  Works  that  have  ever  appeared,  inasmuch 
as  we  are  now  first  made  acquainted  with  the  very  singular  manners  and 
customs  of  an  extraordinary  race  of  beings — and  are  led  to  a  correct 
knowledge  of  human  nature  under  a  new  and  peculiar  aspect.  Tlie  pub- 
lic, we  are  assured,  may  depend  on  tiie  accuracy  of  the  picture  drawn  of 
the  American  Indians,  and  of  their  actual  mode  of  life  at  the  present 
day,  the  author  having  by  extraordinary  circumstances  been  thrown 
amongst  them  in  iiis  early  youth,  having  been  initiated  into  their  habits, 
and  moreover  having  resided  with  them  for  many  years  in  after-life. 
The  genius  of  the  writer,  we  understand,  was  first  discovered  by  the 
author  of  Gertrude  of  Wyoming,  wijo  has  expressed  his  conviction  of 
the  extreme  interest  of  the  present  production,  and  its  liigh  importance 
and  value  in  an  historical  point  of  view." — Globe. 

TRAVELS  IN  CHALD^A,  including  a  Jour- 
ney from  BUSSORAH  to  BAGDAD,  HILLAH,  and  BA- 
BYLON, performed  on  foot  in  the  Year  1827  ;  with  Obser- 
vations on  the  Sites  and  Remains  of  BABEL,  SELEUCIA, 
and  CTESIPHON.  By  Captain  Mignan,  of  the  Honour- 
able  East  India  Company's  Service.  In  1  vol.  8vo.  with  25 
Illustrations.     14s. 

*  Captain  Mignan  has  furnished  the  best  account  of  the  relics  of  Ba- 
bylon, that  has  ever  been  published.* — Monthly  Magaaiiie. 

'  An  indispensable  addition  to  the  libraries  of  all  who  take  an  inter- 
est in  biblical  criticism,  in  Oriental  antiquities,  and  in  the  most  curious 
portions  of  the  history  of  human  nature.' — Morning  Chronicle. 

'A  book  full  of  curious  matter,  and  most  valuable  confiiuiaiions  of 
Scripture  prophecy.' — Gentleman's  Magazine. 


Interesting  Works  just  published. 

LIFE  OF  DR.  EDMUND  CALAMY.  Writ- 
ten by  Himself.  Now  first  printed  from  the  Original  MS. 
In  2  vols.  8vo.  with  fine  Portrait  by  Worthington. 

*  We  know  of  no  work  of  rarer  value  than  the  present;  it  will  not 
henceforth  be  safe  for  the  historical  student  to  possess  himself  of  the 
chronicles  of  Burnet  and  of  Clarendon  unaccompanied  by  the  corrector 
of  their  errors,  Ciilamy.' — Literary  Gazette. 

*  The  life  of  this  great  divine  includes  a  period  of  sixty  years,  distin- 
guished by  some  of  the  most  remarkable  events  that  figure  in  our  annals: 
those,  namely,  that  occurred  during  the  reigns  of  Charles  II,  James  II, 
William,  Queen  Anne,  and  George  I  and  II.  The  work  embraces,  among 
other  subjects,  the  Court  and  Ministry  of  Charles  II,  the  flight  of  James 
II,  the  Revolution  and  establishment  of  the  House  of  Hanover;  and 
comprises  notices  of  most  of  the  great  public  characters  of  the  day, 
the  following  among  many  others  : — Lord  Clarendon,  Lord  Shaftesbury, 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  Bishop  Burnet,  Stillingfleet  Archbishop  of  Can- 
terbury, Prince  of  Orange,  Lord  Lauderdale,  Lord  W.  Russell,  Dr.  Gates, 
Sir  W.  Temple,  Mr.  Hampden,  Dr.  Sherlock,  Hobbes,  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  Baxter,  Archbishop  Tillotson,  &c.  It  is  expected  to  form  a 
valuable  addition  to  the  history  of  our  own  country,  and  commensurate 
in  importance  with  the  Diaries  of  Pepys,  Evelyn,  and  Clarendon.' — 
Evening  Paper. 

MEMOIRS    AND    CORRESPONDENCE  OF 

THOMAS  JEFFERSON,  Late  President  of  the  United 
States.  Complete  in  4  vols.  8vo.  With  a  Portrait,  and  an 
Engraved  Fac-simile  of  the  Original  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence. 

*  A  work  of  extraordijiary  interest — a  work  full  of  acute  observation, 
and  of  the  materials  of  political  knowledge.  Mr.  Jefferson,  it  is  well 
known,  was  a  man  of  great  shrewdness  and  imperturbable  temper,  and 
as  Minister  of  Paris,  for  several  years  before  and  during  the  French  Re- 
volution, he  enjoyed  opportunities  of  studying  the  characters  of  public 
men,  and  the  influence  which  particular  tempers  have  exercised  upon 
the  destinies  of  their  country,  such  as  no  other  man  perhaps  could  avail 
himself  of,  before  or  since.' — Standard. 

*  These  volumes  must  be  read  with  intense  interest.  They  teem  with 
profound  philosophy.  They  will  form  the  code  of  future  legislators. 
They  are  worthy  of  transmitting  a  great  name  to  immortality.' — Atlas. 

TRAVELS     IN     THE     EAST.      By    JOHN 

CARNE,  Esq.  Author  of  "  Letters  from  the  East."  In  1 
vol.  post  8vo.  lOs.  6d.  Printed  uniformly  with,  and  in  con- 
tinuation of,  that  work, 

*  Mr.  Carne,  whose  work  entitled  ••Letters  from  the  East"  is  in 
every  one's  hands,  and  has  been  considered  as  a  topographical  guide 
through  the  Scriptures,  lias  just  published  a  volume  of  **  Recollections," 
connected  with  the  Holy  Land,  Syria,  and  Egypt,  which  abounds  with 
curious  illustrations  of  biblical  localities  and  events.* — Evening  Paper. 


